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The moft lamentable Romaine 
Tra^edie of Titus Andromctts : As it was plaid 
bv the Right Honorable the Earle of Darbie,EzTrle 
^ of Pembrooke, and Earle of SufiTex 

theyr Scruants. 

Enter the Tribunes and Senatours aloft : iAttd then enter 
Saeurninus and his followers at onedoore, and Bafsianus and his 
followers , with Drums and Trumpets. 

Saturninus. 

T S T Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 

Defend the iufbce of my caufe with armes. 

And Countrimen my louing followers, 

Plead my fuccefsiue Title with your fwords _ 

I am his firft borne fonne.that was the laft 
That ware the Imperiall Diademc of Rome, 

Then let my Fathers honours liue in mee. 

Nor wrong: mine ag;e with this indiginitie. 

DO O 

'Bafsianus. 

Romaines, friends, followers, fauourers of my right, 

I feuer 'Bafsianus Cafars tonne, 

Were gracious in the eyes of royall Rome, 

Keepe then this paflage to the Capitoll, 

And fuffer not difhonour to approch, 

The Imperiall (cate to vertue, confecratc 
iuftice, continence, and Nobilitie : 
defert in pure election fhine, 
lomaines fight for fr eedome in your choice. 

A \ Manta 
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The tnoft lamentable Tragedie 



tJMarcus Andronicus with the (frcwr.e. 
Princes that ftriue by factions and by hiendes 
Ambitioufly for Rule anu Emperie, 

Know that the people of Rome for whom wc ftand 
A fpeciall Partie, haue by common voycc, 

Iruelettion for the ifomaine Emperie * 

Chofen tsi neb- omens, furnamed T Hus, 

For many good and great deferts to Rome ■ 

A nobler man, a brauer Warriour, 

Fines not this day within the Citty walls. 

He. by the Senate isaccited home, 

From wearie warres again!} the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his fonnes (a terrour to our foes) 

Hath yoakt a Nation ftrong, traind vp in Armes. 

T enne yeeres are fpent fince firfl he vndertooke 
This caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with Armes 
Our enemies pride : Fiuc times he hath returnd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fonnes 
In Coffins from- the fielde. 

And now at la ft, laden with honours fpoyles 
Returnes the good eMndronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus flourishing in Armes. 

Let vs intreafe by honour of his name, 

Whom worthily you would haue now fucceede. 

And in the Capital! andSenates right. 

Whom you pretend to honour and adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftren°th, 
Difinifle your followers, and as filters fliould,° 

Pleade your deferts in peace and humblenes. 

Saturnisms, 

How fairc the Tribune fpeakes to calme my thoughts, 

Bafsianm. 

Marcus Andromxs, Co I doe affie. 




of Titus Andronicus, 

In thy vprighrnes and integrity. 

And fo I loue and honour thee and thine. 

Thy noble brother T itas and his fonnes, 

And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 

Gracious Lauinia, Romes rich Ornament, 

That I will heere dtfmifle my louing friends : 

And to my fortunes and the peoples fauour, 

Commit my caufe in ballance to be waid. £ xit Souldters. 

Saturninm. 

Eriends that haue beene thus forward in my right. 

I thankc you all, and heere dtfmifle you all, 

And to the loue and fauour of my Country, 

Commit my felfe, my perfon, and the caufe : 

Rome be as iuft and gracious vnto me. 

As I am confident and kindc to thee. 

Open the gates and let me in. 

Bafcianus. Tribunes and me a poore Competitor. 

T hey goe vp into the Senate houfe . 

£ nter a Captaine. 

Romaines make way, the good Andronicus, 

Patron of vertue, Romes beft Champion : 

Succesfu'l in the battailcs that he fights, ; 

With honour and with fortune is returnd. 

From where he circumfcribed with his (word. 

And brought toyoake the enemies of Rome. 

Sound Drummes andT rumpets, and then enter two of Titus 
fonnes , and then two men hearing a (fojfn coueredmth hlacke,thet» 
noo other fonnes, then Titus Andronicus, and then Tamora the 
Gfueene of Cjothes and her two fonnes , Chiron and Demetrius, 
with Aron the More, and others, as many as can bejhen fet downs 
the Coffin, and'Yitus Jfeakes, 

A 3 Titus, 
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The moTl lament able T ragedie 
Titus* Haile Rome.vi&orious in thy mourning weeds, 
Loe as the Barke that hath difehargd his fraught, 
Returnes with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at firft fhe wayd her anchorage j 
Commeth eAndyontcus, bound with Lawrcll bowes, 

T o refalute his Country with his teares, 

T cares of true ioy for his rcturne to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the rights that we entend. 

Romatnes, of flue and twenty valiant formes, t 

Halfe of the number that king Triam had, 

Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead : 

Thefe that furuiue, let Rome reward with louc : 

Thefe that I bring vnfo their lateft home, 

With buriall amongft their aunceftors. 

Heere Gothes haue giuen me leaue to fheath my fword, 

T itus vnkind, and careleffe of thine owne, 

Why fufferft thou thy fonnes vnburied yet, 

T o houer on the dreadfull fhore ofStix, 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

They open the Tombe. 

There greete in filence as dead are wont. 

And fleepe in peace, flaine in your Countries warres .* 

O facred Receptacle ofmy ioyes, 

Sweet Cell ofvertue and Nobility, 

How many fonnes haft thou of mine in flore, 

That thou wilt neuer render to me more. 

Lucius . Giuevs the proudeft prifoner of the Gothes. 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile 
manus fratrum, facrifice his fleih : 

Before this earthy prifon of their bones, 

Tnat fo the fliadowes be not vnappeaxd. 

Nor we difturbd with prodigies on earth, 

Titus- 

» f 



of Titus 

Titus. I giue him you, the nobleft that furuiues, 

The eldeft lbnne of this diftrefled Queene. 

Tamo. Stay Romaine brethren, gracious Conqucrer, 
Vi&orious T itus, rue the teares / fhed, 

A mothers teares in pafsion for her fonne : 

And if thy fonnes were euer deere to thee. 

Oh thinke my fonne to be as deere to mee. 

Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy triumphs, and returne 
Captiue to thee, and to thy Romaine yoake. 

But muft my fonnes be flaughtered in the ftreetes, 

For valiant dooings in theyr Countries caufe* 

O if to fight for lung and common weale, 

Were pietie in thine, it is in thefe : 

Andronicus, ftaine not thy tombe with blood. 

Wilt thou draw neere the nature of the Gods i 
Draw neere them then in being mercifull. 

Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge. 

Thrice noble Titus fpare my firft borne fonne. 

T itus. Patient your felfe Madam, and pardon me. 
Thefe are theyr brethren, whom you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for theyr brethren flaine, 

T^eligioufly they aske a facrifice : 

To this your fonne is markt, and die he muft, 

T’appeafe their groning fhadowes that are gone. 

Lucius. Away with him, and make a fire ftraighf. 

And with our fwords vpon a pile of wood. 

Lets hew his limbs till they be cleane confumde. 

Exit T itus fonnes with Alar bus. 

T amora. O cruell irreligious pietie. 

Chiron. Was euer Sythia halfe fo barbarous ? 
fJDemet. Oppofe not Sythia to ambitious Rome, 
Alarbus goes to reft and we furuiue, 

T o tremble vnder T itus threatning lookc, 
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Them oft lament able Tragedie 

Then Madam ftand refolu’d, but hope withal!, 

The felfe fame Gods that annde the Queene of Troy 
With opportunitie of fharpe reuenge 
Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May fauour Tamora the Queene ofGothes, 

(When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queene) 
To quit the Hoodie wrongs vpon her foes. 

Enter the fonnes of tffndronicus againe. 

Lucius. See Lord and father how we haue performd 
Our Romainc rights, larbus lmibs are lopt. 

And intrals feede the facrififing fire, 

Whofe fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie, 
^emaineth nought but to interre our brethren, 

And with lowd larums welcome them to /tome. 

T itus. Let it be fo, and let Andromcus 
Make this his lateft farewell to theyr fbules. 

Sound trumpets , and lay the Coffin in the Tombe . 

In peace and honour reft you hcere my fonnes, 

/tomes readieft Champions, repofe you here in reft. 
Secure from worldly chaunces and milhaps .* 

Here lurks no treafon, here no enuie fwels. 

Here grow no damned drugges, here are no ftormes. 
No noyfe, but filence and eternall fleepe. 

In peace and honour reft you heerc my fonnes. 

Enter Lauinia. 

In peace and honour, liue Lord T itus long, 

My noble Lord and Father liue in fame : 

Loe at this Tombe my tribufarie teares, 

I render for my brethrens obfequies : 

And at thy feete I kneele,with teares ofioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to %ome, 

O bleflc me heere with thy vift orious hand, 

W hofe fortunes r Rotnes beft Cittizens applaud. 

T itus. Kind Rome, that haft thqs louingly referude 



of Titus Andromcus, 

The cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 

Lamnia liue, out liue thy Fathers dayes, 

And Fames eternall date for vertues praife. 

< jMarcus . Long liue Lord T itus , my beloued brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 

Titus. Thankes gentle Tribune, noble brother LMarcrn, 
CMarcm. And welcome Nephews from fuccesful wars, 
You that furuiue,and you that fleepe in fame : 

Faire Lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 

That in your Countries feruice drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph is thisfunerall pompe. 

That hath afpirde to Salons happines, 

And triumphs ouer chaunce in honors bed. 

Titus iAndronicus, the people of Rome, 

Whofe friend in iuftice thou haft euer beene, 

Send thee by mee their Tribune and their truft. 

This Palliament of white and fpotlefle hue. 

And name thee in eleffion for the Empire, 

With thefe our late deceafed Emperours fonnes : 

Be (fandidatus then, and put it on, 

And helpe to fet a head on headles Rome. 

Titus. A better head her glorious body fits. 

Than his that fhakes for age and feeblenes : 

What fhould I don this Roabe and trouble you, 

Be chofen with Proclamations to day, 

T o morrow yeeld vp rule, t efigne my life. 

And fet abroad new bufines for you all. 

Rome I haue beene thy fouldier fortie yeeres. 

And led my Countries ftrength fuccesfully, ’ 

And buried one and twentie valiant fonnes 
Ivnighted in Field, flaine manfully in Armes, 

In right and feruice oftheir noble Countrie : 

Giue me a ftafFc ofHonour for mine age, 

i But not a feepter to controule the world, 

hs r , r . , 
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The mofi lamentable T ragedie 

Vpright he held it Lords, that held it lath 

\Ai arcus. Titus, thou tlialt obtaine & aske the Emperie. 
Satur. Proud and ambitious T ribune canft tliou tell 
Titus. Patience Prince Saturnmus. 

Satur. Romaines doe me right. 

Patricians draw your /words, and /heath them not 
TUI Saturntms be Romes Emperour : 

^Andronicus, would thou were fhipt to hell. 

Rather then rob me of the peoples harts. 

Lucius. Proude Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble minded T itus meanes to thee. 

Titus. Content thee prince, I will re ft ore to thee 
The peoples harts, andweane them from themfelucs. 

Bafsian. ^Andronicus, I doe not flatter thee, 

But honour thee, and will doe till I die : 

My faftion if thou ftrengthen with thy friend, 

I will moft thankful! be, and thanks to men 
Of noble mindcs, is honorable meede. 

Titus. People of Rome, and peoples Tribunes here, 

I aske your voyces and your fuffiages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

T ribunes. T © gratifie the good Andronicus , 

And gratulate his /afe returne to Rome, 

The people will accept whom he admits. 

Titus. T ribunes I thanke you, ana' this fate I make, 

That you create your Emperours eldeft fonne, 

Lord Saturnine , whole vertucs will I hope,. 
i?cflett on Rome as Ty tans raieson earth. 

An d ripen iuftice in this Common wcale t . 

Then ifvou will eleft by my aduife, 

Crowne him, and fay, Long liue our Emperour, 

Marcus. <*An. With voyces & applaufe of eucry fort. 
Patricians and Plebeans, we create 
Lord Saturnmus Roms great Emperour, 

And 



of Titus Andronicus 

And fay, Long line our Emperour Saturnine. 

SatJni. Titus Andronicus, for thy fauours done. 

To vs in our election this day, 

I eiue thee thankes in part of thy deferts. 

And will with deedes requite thy gentlenes : 

And for an onfet Titus to aduance 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 

Lauinia will I make my Emprefle, 

Romes royall Miftris, Miftris of my hart. 

And in the facred Tatban her efpoufe : 

Tell me Andronicus , doth this motion pleate thee. 

T itus. It doth my worthy Lord, and in this match, 

I hold me highly honoured of your Grace, 

And heere in fight of Rome to Saturnine, 

King and Commander of our common weale. 

The wide worlds Emperour, doe I confecrate. 

My fword, my Chariot, and my prifoners, 

Pre/ents well worthy %omes imperious Lord .• 
i?eceiue them then, the tribute that I owe. 

Mine honours Enfignes humbled at thy feete. 

Satur. Thankes noble Titus, father of my life. 

How proude I am of thee, and of thy gifts 
Rome /hall record, and when I doe forget 
The leaft of thefc vnfpeakable deferts, 

Jtomans forget your fealtie to me. 

T itus. Now Madam are you prifoner to an Emperour, 

To him that for your honour and your ftate, 

Will v/e you nobly, and your followers. 

Satur. A goodly Lady, truft me of the hue 
That I would choo/e, were / to choofe a newe : 

Cleere vp faire Queene that dowdy countenance, 

Though chance of war hath wrought this change of chcere. 
Thou comfl: not to be made a fcorne in Tronic. 

Princely fhall be thy vfage euery way. 

B a tfeft 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedie 

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent, 

Daunt all your hopes, Madame he comforts you. 

Can make you greater than the Queene of Cjothes, 

Lauima you are not difpleafde with this. 

Lauinia. Not I my Lord, fith true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in princely curtefie. 

Satur. Thankes fvvect Lauima , R omans let vs goe, 
Raunfomles heere we fet our prifbners free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpe and Drum. 

Bafsianus. Lord Titus by your leaue, this maidc is mine. 

T itus. How fir, are you in earned then my Lord J 

Bafsia. I noble T itus, and refolude withall, 

To doe my felfe this reafon and this right. 

tJlfarcus . Smm cuiqum is our Romane iuftice, 

This Prince in iuftice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius. And that he will and fhall, if Lucius Iiue. 

Titus. Traytors auaunt, where is the Emperours gard } 
Treafbn my Lord, Lauinia is furprizde. 

Satur. Surprizde, by whom ? 

'Bafsia. By him thatiuftly may 
Beare his betrothde from all the world away. 

nJMntius. Brothers, helpe to conuey her hence away. 
And with ray fword He keepe this doore fafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and lie foone bring her back. 

- tJffutius. My Lord you pafle not heere. 

Titus. What villaine boy, barft me my way in Rome i 

(JA-Lutius. Helpe Lucius, helpe. 

Lucius. My Lord you are vniuft, and more then fo, 

In wrongf ull cjuarrell you haue flaine your fonne. 

7 itus. Nor thou,nor he, are any fonnesof min e. 

My tonnes would neuer fo difhonour me, 

I raytor reftore Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead ifyou will, but not to be his wife, 

• * lat lawfuil promift loue. 

m*}* ' - Em 






of Titus Andronicus , 

Enter aloft the Emperour with T amora and her two 
fonttcS) Avow the Olio ore. 

Emperour. No Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 

He truft by leyfure, him that mocks me once, 

Thee neuer, nor thy tray terous haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all thus to difhonour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saturnine l Full well <ss4ndronicus 

Agree thefe deeds, with that proud bragge of thine, 

That faidft I begd the Empire at thy hands. 

T itus. O monftrous, what reprochfull words are thefe ? 
Satur. But goe thy wayes, goe giue that changing peece, 
To him that flourilht for her with his fword .* 

A valiant fonne in law thou fhalt enioy, 

One fit to bandy with thy lawlefle fonnes, 

To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe words are razors to my wounded hart. 
Satur. And therfore louely Tamora Queene of Gothcs, 
That like the flately 7 hehe mongft her Nymphs, 

Doft ouerfhine the gallant ft Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choife. 

Behold I choofe thee T amora for my Bride, 

And will create thee Emprefle of Rome. 

Speake Queene ofGothes do’ft thou applaud my choife ? 
And heere I fweare by all the Romaine Gods, 

Sith Prieft and holy water are fo neere. 

And tapers burne fo bright, and euery thing 
In readines for Hymeneus Hand, 

I will not refalute the ftreetes of Rome,' 

Or clime my Pallace, till from forth this place, 

I lead; efpowfd my Bride along w'ith me. 

re - amora ' l lcere ,n fight of heauen to Rome I fvveare, 

li Saturnine aduaunce the Queene of G othes, 

B 3 Shee 
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The mo$l lamentable T y age die 

Shee will a handmaide be to his defircs, 

A louing Nurfe, a Mother to his youth. 

Sat. Afcend fairc Queene : Panthean Lords accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 

Sent by the Heauens for Prince Saturnine , 

Whofe wifdome hath her Fortune conquered. 

There Shall wc consummate our lpoufall rites. 

£ xeunt omnes. 

Titus. I am not bid to waite vpon this Bride, 

Titus when wert thou wont to walke alone, ’’ 

Dishonoured thus and challenged of wrongs. 

Enter JMarcus and T itus fornei . 
tJMarcus. O Titus fee : O fee what thou haft done 
In a bad quarrell Jflaine a vertuous Sonne. 

Titus. No fooliSh Tribune, no : No fonne of mine,, 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede. 

That hath dishonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and vnworthy Sonnes, 

Lucius. But let vs giue him burial 1 as becomes, 

Giue Mucius buriall with our bretheren. 

T itus. Traytors away, he refts not in this tombe : 

This monument fiue hundreth yeares hath flood. 

Which I haue Siimptuoufly rectified : 

Hcere none but Souldiers and Romes Seruitors 
RepoSe in fame : None bafely flainc in braules. 

Bury him where you can he comes not hcere. 

tJMarcus. My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My Nephew Mutius deeds doo plead for him. 

He muft be buried with his brethren. 

T itus two fonne s jpeakes . 

And Shall, or him we will accompany. 

Titus. And Shall. What villaine was it Spake that word# 
T itus fonne jpeakes. 

He that would vouch it in any place but heere. 

Tit nh 



of Titus Andronicus. . 

Titus, what would you bury him in my defpight* 
Marcus. No noble Titus, but mtreate or thee. 

7 7Zt°C^c'f. I" a” Shaft ftroke vpon my cr eft. 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounde , 

My foes I doe repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Ho is not with h.mfclfe, 1 « vs withdraw. 

2. Sonne. Not I till 'Jfrlutius bones be buried. 

T he brother and the formes kneetc. 

Marcus. Brother, for in that name doth nature pleade. 

2. Sonne. Father, and in that name doth nature ^eake. 
Titus. Speake thou no more, if all the reft will ipeede. 

M arcus. ‘Renowmed T itus , more then halfc my Soule. 
Lucius. Deare Father, Soule and Subftance ofvs all, 

M arcus. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interre, 

His noble Nephew heere in vertues neft, 

That died in honour and Lauinias caufe. 

Thou prt a 'Romaine, be not barbarous 
The Greekes vpon aduife did bury' eAiax 
That flew himfelfe : and wife Laertes fonne, 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals : 

Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy. 

Be bard his entrance heere. 

Titus. Fife Marcus, rife, 

The difmalft day is this that erel Saw, 

To be dishonoured by my Sonnes in Fomc i. 

Well bury f him, and bury' me the next. 

T hey put him in the tombe . . 

Lucius. There lie thy bones Sweet Mutius with thy friends* . 
Till we withTrophees doo adorne thy tombe.* 

T hey all kneele and fay. 

No man Shed teares Sbr noble Mutius, 

He hues in fame, that dide in vertues caufe. 

exit 
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The mosl lament able T rage die 

Exit all but (Jdtarcus ajid Titus. 

Marcus. My Lord to ftep out of thefe dririe dumps, 
How comes it that the fubtile Queene of Gothes, 

Is of a fodaine thus aduaunc’d in Rome. 

Titus. I know not Marcus , but I know it is. 

(Whether by deuife or no, the heauens can tell.) 

Is fhe not then beholding to the man, 

That brought her for this high good turne fo farre. 

Enter the E mper our, T amora and her two fonnes, with the Moore 
at one doore. Enter at the other doore Bafcianus and 
Lauinia, with others. 

Saturnine. So Bafcianus , you haue plaid vour prize, 

God giue you iov fir of your gallant Bride. 

Bafcianus. And you ofyours my Lord, I fay no more, 
Nor wiib no lefle, and fo I take my leaue. 

Saturnine. Tray tor, if Rome haue law, or we haue power, 
Thou and thy fa&ion lhall repent this Rape. 

Bafcianus. Rape call you it my Lord to ceaze my owne, 
My true betrothed loue, and now my wife : 

But let the lawes of Rome determine all, 

Meane while am I pofTeft of that is mine. 

Saturnine. Tis good fir, you are very fhort with vs. 

But if we liue, weele be as fharpe with you. 

Bafcianus. Mv Lord what 1 haue done as belt I may. 
Anfwere I muft, and lhalit doo with my life, 

Onely thus much I giue your Grace to know. 

By all the duties that I ®we to Rome, 

This Noble Gentleman Lord T itus heere, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d. 

That in the refcue of Lauinia, 

With his owne hand did flay his youngeft fonne, 

In zeale to you, and highly moou’d to wrath, 



of Titus Andronicus • 

To be contrould in tlr t hefrankelie gaue, 

^cceaue him then to fauour Saturnine, 

That hath expreft himfelfe in all his ceedes 
A Father and a friend to thee and £ome. 

T itus. Prince Bafsianus leaue to plead my deedes, 

Tis thou, and thofe, that haue difhonoured me, 

%ome and the righteous heauens be my iudge. 

How l haue lou’d and honoured Saturnine. 

T amor a. My worthy Lord, if euer T amora, 

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine. 

Then heare me fpeake indifferently for all : 

And at my fute (fweete) pardon what is part. 

Satur. What Madam, be difhonoured openly. 

And bafely put it vp without reuenge. 

T amora. Not fo my Lord, the Gods of %ome fbrfend 
I fhould be Author to difhonour you. 

But on mine honour dare I vndertakc, 

For good Lord Titus innocence in all : 

Whole furie not diflemblcd Ipeakes his greefes ; 

Then at my lute looke gracioufly on him, 

Loofe not fo noble a friend on vaine fuppole. 

Nor with lowrelookes afflift his gentle hart. 

My Lord, be rulde by me, be wonne at laft, 

Differable all your greefes and dilcontents. 

You are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Leaft then the people, and Patricians too, 

V pon a iufl: luruay take Titus part. 

And folupplantyou for ingratitude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne. 

Yeelde at intreates : and then let me alone, 

Be finde a day to maflacre them all, 

And race their faftion and their familie, 
hccruell Father, and his frayterous fonnes, 
lo whom I fued for my deere fonnes life. 
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The mofl lamentable T ragedfc 

And make them know what tis to let a Queen e, 

Kneelein the ftreets,and begge for grace in vaine* 

Come, come fwcet Emperour, (come asfndronicHt) 

Take vp thys good old man, and cheerc the hart. 

That dies in tempeft of thy angry frowne. 

Satur. Rife Titus rile, my Empreffe hath preuaild; 

T it us. I thankc your maieftie,and her my Lord. 

Thefc wordeSjthefe lookes,infole new life in me. 

Tamora. Titus I am incorporate in Rome* 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And mull aduife the Emperour for his good,. 

Thys day all quarrels die ssfndroniciii. 

And let it be mine honour good my Lord, 

That I haue reconciled your friends and you. 

For you prince Bafsianus I haue pall 
My word and promile to the Emperour,. 

That you will be more milde and tra&able. 

And feare not Lords, and you Lauinia, 

By my aduile alihumbled on your knees. 

You fhall aske pardon of his Maiefiie. 

W e doc, and vowe to heaucn,and to his highnes; 

That what we did, was mildly as we might, 

Tendring our lifters honour and our owne. 

(Jlfarcus. That on mine honour heere I doe proteft. 
Satur. Away and talke not, trouble vs no more. 
Tamora. Nay, nay fwcet Emperor, we muft all be friendj, 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 

1 will not be denied, Iweet hart looke back. 

Satur . Marcus, for thy lake, and thy brothers heere, 

And at my louelic T amor as intreats, 

I doe remit thefe young mens hainous faults, 

Stand vp : Lauinia , though you left me like a churlc, 

I found a friend, and fure as death I fworc, 

I would not part a Batchiler from the prieft. 

Co»« 





of Titus Andronicus . 

Come, if the Emperours court can feaft two Brides, 

You are my gueft Lauinia, and your fnendes : 

Thys day fhall be alouc-day Tamora. 

Tttus To morrow and it pleafe your maiclbe. 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, . 

With home and hound, weele giuc your grace bon lour. 
Saturn. Be it fo Tims, and gramercie to. Exeunt. 

found trumpets, maM iJMoore. 

ssfron. Now climcth Tamora Olympus toppe, 

Safe out of F ortunes /hot, and fits al oft. 

Secure of thunders crackc or lightning nafh, 

Aduaunc’d aboue pale enuies threatning reach, 

As when the golden funne falutes the raome. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames. 

Gallops the Zodiackein his glittering coach. 

And ouer-lookes the higheft piering hills. 

So Tamora. 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waife, 

And vertue ftoops and trembles at her frowne. 

Then Aron arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts. 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Haft prifoner held, fettred in amourous chaines. 

And falter bound to zArons charming eyes. 

Then is Prometheus tyde to Caucafw. 

Away with flauilh weedcs and leruile thoughts, 

I will be bright, and ftiincin pearle android. 

To waite vpon this new made Empcrefte. 

To waitelaid 1 5 to wanton with this Qucene, 
ThisGoddefte, this Semcrimis,this Nymph, 

Thys Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine , 

And fee his flripwracke, and his Common-weales. 

Hollo, what ftorme is this i 

Enter Chiron and Demetnm brauing, 
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Dme. Chiron thy yeercs wants wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners to intrude where I amgrac’d, 

And may for ought thou knoweft afre&cd be. 

Chiron. Demetrius, thou doofl ouerweene in all, 

And fo in this, to beare me downe with braues, 

Tis not the difference of a yeere or two 
Makes me lelle gracious, or thee more fortunate i 
I am as able and as fit as thou, 

T o ferue, and to deferue my Miflris grace, 

And that my fword vpon thee fliall approue. 

And plcade my pafsions for Lauintas loue. 

aJM oore. Clubs.clubsjthefe louers will not keepe the peace, 

Deme. Why boy, although our mother (v naduizd) 
Gaue you a daunfing rapier by your fide. 

Are you fo defperate growne to threat your friends." 

Goe too : haue your lath glued within your fheath. 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chiron. Meane while fir, with the little skill I haue. 

Full well fhalt thou perceiue how much / dare. 

Deme. f boy, grow yce fo braue ? they Arm. 

Aron. Why how now Lords ? 

So neere the Emperours pallace dare you draw* 

And maintainc fuch a quarrell openly ? 

Full well / wote the ground ofall this grudge, 

I would not for a million of gold, 

The caufe were knowne to them it mofl concerned 
Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fo dilhonoured in the Court of %ome . 

For fhameputvp. 

‘Deme . Not I, till I haue fheathd 
My rapier in his bofome, and withall 
Thrufl thofc reprochfuil Ipeeches downe his throafe, 

That he hath breathd in my dilhonour heerc. 

Chiron, For that / asn prepard, and full relolude. 

Foal* 

















of Tim AndY omau. 

Foule fpoken Coward, that thundreft with thy tongue, 

And with thy weapon nothing darfl performc. 

M oore. Away I fay* . , 

Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore. 

This petty brabble will vndoo vs all : 

Why Lords, and thinkevou not how dangerous 

It is to iet vpon a Princes right ? 

What is Lauinia then become fo loofe. 

Or Hafcianusb degenerate, 

That for her loue fuch quarrels may be brocht. 

Without controlementjiuftice, or reuenge. 

Young Lords beware, and fhould theEmprcfic know, 

This difeords ground, the muficke would not pleafe. 

Chiron. I care not I, knew fhc and all the world, 

I loue Lauinia more then all the world. (choife, 

Demetrius . Youngling learne thou to make fome meaner 
Lauinia is thine elder brothers hope. 

M oore. Why are ye mad? or know yee not in 
How furious and impatient they be, 

And cannot brooke competitors in loue ? 

I tell you Lords, you doo but plot your deaths} 

By this deuife. 

Chiron. «s4ron, A thoufand deaths 
To atchiue her whom I loue. 

Aron. To atchiue her howf 
Demetrius. Why makes thou it 
Shec is a woman, therefore may be 
Shee is a woman, therefore may be wone, 

Shceis Lauinia, therefore mull be lou'd. 

What man, more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the Miller of, and cafie it is, 

Ofa cut loafe to fleale a fhiue weknow 

Though Bafciams be the Empcrour„ 

Better than he haue worne Vulcans badge. 

C| Moore. 









The moTl lament able T rage Tie 

CIToore. I, and as good as Saturnims may. 

Demet. Then why Ihould hee difpaire that knowes to 
With words, fairc lookes,& liberality. 

What haft not thou full often ftrookca Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe ? 

c Moore. Why then it feemes fome certainc 
Would feme your turnes. 

Chiron. 1 fo the turne were ferued. 

*D emet . t/iron thou haft hit it. 

LMoore, Would you had hit it too. 

Then (liouldnot we be tirde with this adoo. 

Why harke yec, harke yec, and are you fuch foole 
To fquare for this : would it offend you then 
That both ihould ipeede. 

Chiron. Fai th not me. 

Demet. Nor me, fb I were one. 

Aron. For ihame be friends, and ioyne for that you iar, 
Tis pollicic and ftratageme muft doe 
That you affett, and to muft you refolue, 

That what you cannot as you would atchiue. 

You muft perforce accomplifh as you may : 

T akc tiiis of me, Lucrece was not more chaft 
’’’ban this Lautnia, Hafciantts louc. 

fp<edier courfe this lingring languiihmefit ♦ 

Muft v, e purfue, and I hauc found the path : 

My LoiJs, a folemne hunting is ip hand. 

There will the louely Romainc Ladies troope s 
The fonvfl: walkes are wide and fpacious. 

And many ynfrequented plots there arc, 

Fitted by kirnfe for rape and villanic : 

Single you thither then this daintie Doe, 

And ftrike her i-ome by force, if not by words, 

Thys way or not at all, ftandyou in hope. 

Come, come, our Etnprefle with her ucred wit 




of Titus Andronicus, 

To villanic and vengeance confecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend. 

And fhe (hall file our engines with aduife. 

That will not fuffer you to fquarcyour felues, 

But toy our wilhes hight aduance you both. 

The fmperours court is like the houfc of fame, 

Thepallace full of tongues, of eyes, and earns •• 

The woods are ruthles, dreadfull, deafe, ana dull • 

There fpcalce, and ftrike braue boyes, and take your turtles, 
There ferue your luft, (hadowed from heauens eye. 

And reuell in Lattinias treafiiric. 

Chiron. Thy counfell lad fmells of no cowardizc. 

Demetrius. Sit fas asst nefas, till I finde the ftreame s 
To coole this heate, a charme to calrae thefe fits. 

Per Stigia, per manes febor* Exeunt « 

Enter Titus Andronicus and his three fonnes, , * 

making a noyfe with hounds & homes. 

T itus. The hunt is vp, the Moonc is bright and gray, 

The fieldes are fragrant, and the woods arc grccne, 

Vncouplc heere, and let vs make a bay, 

And wake the Emperour, and his louely Bride, 

And rowze the Prince, and ring a Hunters peak 
That all the court may eccho with the noyfe. 

Sonnes, let it be your charge, as it is ours. 

To attend the Emperours perfon carefully:- 
I haue been e troubled in my fleepe this night; 

But dawning day new comfort hath infpirde. 

• H are a cry ofHoundes, and winde horn in a peak, then 
enter Saturninus , Tamora, Bafcia nut. amnia, Chiron,, 
Demetrius, and their Attendants. 

Titm. Many good morrowes to yc uiai«fav. 

Madams to you as many, and as gor 
I promifedyour Grace a Hunters r e 9 , 

Sea ur ^ 
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The moft lamentable T rage die 

Saturnine. And you haue rung it luftily my Lords, 
Somewhat too early for new married Ladies. 

Bafciams . id#;#**, how fay you ? (more. 

Law. I fay no : I haue beene broad awake two houres and 

Saturnine. Come on then, horfe and Chariots let vs haue, 
And to our fport : Madam, now lhall ye fee, 

Our Tremaine hunting. 

Marcus. I haue dopjgs my Lord, 

Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the chafe. 

And clime the higheft promontary top. 

T it us. And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runneslike fwallowes ore the plaine. 

* Demetrius . Chiron vie hunt not we, with horfe nor hound 
But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to ground. Exeunt, 

Enter Aren alone. 

M core. He that had wit, would think that I had none, 
To bury fo much gold vnder a tree. 

Ana 1 neuer after to inherite it. 

Let him that thinks of me fo abie&ly, 

Know .'•hat this gold muft coine a ftratagemc, 

Which cunningly effe&ed will beget, 

Avery excellent pecce ofvillany : 

And fo repofe fweet gold for their vnreft, 

That haue their almes out of the EmprefTe Cheft. 

Enter E amor a alone to the M oore. 

T amora. My louely tsfron, wherefore look’ll thou lad, 
When euery thing doth make a gleefull boaft J 
The birds chaunt melody on euery bulb, 

The Snakes lies rolled in the chearefull funne. 

The greene leanes quiuer with the cooling wind. 

And make a check er d lhadow on the ground : 

V nder their Iwect lha de, Aron let vs fit. 

And whilft the babling Ecchoe mocks the hounds 
Replying Ihrilly to the well tun’d horneS, 

to 




of Titus Andronicus. 

As if a double hunt were heard at once. 

Let vs fit downeand marke theyr yellowing noyfe : 

And after conflict fuch as was fuppofde 
The wandring Prince and Dido once enioyed. 

When with a happy (forme they were furprifde. 

And curtaind with a counfaile-keeping Caue, 

We may each wreathed in the others arrnes, 

(Our paftimes done) poflefie a golden flumber, 

Whiles houndes and homes, and fweet melodious birds 
Be vnto vs as is a Nurccs fong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babe a fleepe. 

Aron. Madame, though Venus gouerneyour defires. 
Saturne is dominator ouer mine : 

What fignifies my deadly Handing eve, - 

My filencc, and my clowdy melancholie, 

My fleece of woollie hayre that now vncurles, 

Euen as an Adder when fhe doth vnrowle 
To doc fome fatal! execution. 

No madam, thele are no veneriall fignes, 

V engeance is in my hart, death in my hand, 

Blood and reuengcare hammering in my head. 

Harke Tamora the Emprefle of my foule. 

Which neuer hopes more heauen than reflsin thee. 

This is the day of doome for Bafsiawts, 

His P hilomel muft loole her tongue to day. 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her chaftitie. 

And wafli theyr hands in Bafsiamu blood. 

Seeft thou this letter { take it vp I pray thee, 

And giue the King this fatall plotted fcrowle. i 
Now queftion me no more, we are efpied, 

5"i e . rc comes a parcell of our hopefull bootie, 
which dreads not yet their liues deftruftion. 

E nter Balcianus and Lauinia. 

1 mora ' Tweet Moore, Tweeter to me then life. 

fe Moon, 
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The moft lamentable T rageik 

tjlfoore. No more great Empreflc, Bafciantts comes. 

Be erode with him, and lie goe fetch thy fonnes 
To backe thy quarrels what fo ere they be. 

Bafsiams. Who haue we here 2 Romes royall Empreflc, 
Vnfurniflit of her well befeeming troope 2 
Or is it c Dian habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 

To fee the general! hunting in this Forrefl 2 

Tumor a. Sawcie confrouler of my priuate Heps, 

Had I the power that fome lay Han had. 

Thy temples flhould be planted prcfently, 

With homes as was e siEtecns, and the hounds, 

Should driue vpon thy new transformed limbes, 
Vnmannerly intruder as thou art. 

Lauinia. Vnder your patience gentle Emprdle, 

Tis thought you haue a goodly gift in horning, 

And to be doubted thatyour C Moore and you. 

Are fingled forth to try experiments : 

Ioue fheeld your husband from his houndes to day, 

Tis pitty they fhould take him for a Stag. 

‘ Bafsiams . Beleeue me Quecne your fwartic Cymerion, 
Doth make your honour of his bodies hue, 

Spotted, detefted, and abhominable. 

Why are you fequeftred from all your traine. 
Demounted from your fhow white goodly fteede, 

And wandred hethcr to an obfeure plot. 

Accompanied but with a barbarous LSVloon, 

If fbule defire liad not conduced you 2 

Lauinia.. And beeing intercepted in your fport, 

Great reafon that my noble Lord be rated 
For fauhnes, I pray you let vs hence, 

And let her ioy her Rauen culloured loue. 

This valley fits the purpofe pairing well. 

Bajsia. The King my brother lhall haue notice of this* 



of Titus Andronicus. 
lauinia. I, for tlrcfe flips haue made him noted long, 
Good King to be fo mightih?afcu*ied. 

C) wene. V Vhy I haue patience tom dure all this. 

Inter Chiron And ‘ Demetnu it. 

How now tfeere foueraigne & our gracious mother, 
,y Vhy doth vour Highneslooke fo pale and wan ? 

Qucene. Elaue I not reafon thinke you to looke pale, 
Tlide two haue ticed me hether to this place, 

A barren, detefted vale you fee it is, 

The trees though Sommer, yet forlorne and leane, 

Orecomc with mofte and balefull Miflelto. 

Here ncuer fhines the funne, heere nothing breedes, 

Vnlefte the nightly Owle or fatall Rauen : 

And when they fhowd me this abhorred pit. 

They told me here at dead time of the night, 

A thoufand feends, a thoufand hifsing fnakes. 

Ten thoufand fwelling toades,as many vrehins, 

Would make fuch fearefull and confufed cries, 

As any mortall body hearing it 

Should ftraitelall mad, or elfe die fiiddainely. 

No fooner had they tolde this hellifH tale, 

But ftrait they told me they would binde me here, 

Vnto the body of a difmall Ewgh, 

And leaue me to this mifcrable death. 

And then they calde rile fbule adulterefle, 

Lauicious Goth, and all the bittereft tearmes. 

That euer eare did heare to fuch effeft. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come. 

This vengeance on me had they executed : 

Rcuengcit asyouloue your Mothers life, 

Or be ye not henceforth cald my children. 

Demet. This is a witnes that I am thy fonne. flab him , 

Chiron. And this for me ftruck home to fliew my ftren^th. 
Lmnia. I come Semeramis, nay Barberous Tamora,° 

D z For 
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The moft lamentable T rage die 

For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 

Tamora. Giue me the pcynard, you iliall know my boies, 
Your mothers hand ihaft light your mothers wrong. 

c Demet. Stay Madam, heere is more belongs to her, 

Fkft thrafh the corne, then after burne the draw : 

This minion flood vpon her chaftitie, 

Vpon her Nuptial! vow, her loyal tie. 

And with that painted hope, braues your mightines. 

And fhalt fhe carry this vnto her graue. 

Chiron. And if Ihe doe, I would I were an Euenuke, 

Drag hence her husband to fomc fecrete hole, 

And make his dead trunke pillow to our luft. 

T amora. But when ye haue the honny we defire. 

Let not this wafpe out-liue vs both to fling. 

Chiron. I warrant you madam, we will make that litre : 
Come miflris, now perforce we will enioy, 

That nice preferued honeftie of yours. 

Lauinia. Oh T amora, thou beareft a womans face. 

T amora. I will not heare her fpeake, away with her. 
Lauinia. Sweet Lords intreate her heare me but a wotd. 
f ~Demet . Liflen faire Madam, let it be your glory 
To fee her teares, but be your hart to them 
As vnrelenting Flint to drops of raine. 

Laumia. When did the Tigers young ones teach the data. 
O doe not learnc her wrath, fire tauglifit thee. 

The milke thou fuck A from her did turne to Marble, 

Euen at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny, 

Y et euery mother breedes not fonnes alike. 

Doe thou intreate her fhew a woman pi tty. (bafiard ? 

Chiron. What wouldfl thou haue me prooue my felfc a 
Lauinia. Tis true the Raucn doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yet haue I heard, Oh could I finde it now, 

The Lion moued with pittie did indure 
To haue his princely pawes parde all away s 

Some 



of Titus Andronicus. 

Some fay that tfauens fofter forlorne children. 

The wh'ilfi their owne birds famifh in their nefts : 

Oh be to me though thy hard hart fay no, 

Nothing fo kind but fomthing pittifull. 

Tamora. I know not what it meanes, away with her. 

Lauinia. Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers fake, 

That o-aue thee life when well he might haue flaine thee, 

Be not obdurate, open thy deafe yeares. 

Tamora. Hadft thou in perfon nere offended me, 

Euen for his fake am I pittileffe. 

Remember boves I powrd forth teares in vaine, 

To fauc your brother from the facrifice, 

But fierce z/fntlronicus would not relent. 

Therefore away with her, and vfe her as you will. 

The worfe to her the better lou’d of me. 

Lauinia . Oh Tamora, be call'd a gentle Queene, 

And with thine owne hands kill me in this place. 

For tis not life that I haue begd fo long, 

Poore I was flaine when TSafciantw dide. 

T amora. What begfl thou then fond woman let me goc ? 

Lauinia. Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell, 

Oh keepe me from their worfe than killinglufl. 

And tumble me into fome lothfome pit. 

Where neuer mans eye may behold my body, 

DoS this and be a charitable murderer. 

T amora. So fhould I rob my fweet fonnes of their fee, 

No let them fatisfie their luft on thee. 

Demetrius. Away for thou haft ftaide vs heere too long. 

Lauinia. No grace.no womanhood, ah beaftly creature. 
The blot and enemy to ourgenerall name, 

Confufionfall. (husband, 

Chiron. Nay then ile ftoppe your mouth, bring thou her 
This is the hole where Aron bid vs hide him. 

D3 T amoral 
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Timor a. Farewell my Tonnes, fee that you make her fure, 
Nere let ray hart know merry cheere indeede, 

Till all the Adreniae be made away .* 

Now will I hence to feeke ray louely (Moore, 

And let my fpleenfull Tonnes this Trull defloure, 

" Enter *s4ron, with two of T itus / onnes . 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight will I bring you to the lothfome pit. 

Where I efpied thcPanther faft a fleepe. 

(Quintus. My fight is very dull what ere it bodes. 

CMart. And mine I promife you, were it not for fhamc, 
Well could I leaue our fport to fleepe a while. 

i Quin . What art thou fallen, what fubtill hole is this, 
Whofe mouth is couered with rude growing briers, 

Vpon whofe leaues are drops of new fired blood. 

As freflr as morning dewe diftild on flowers, 

A very fatall place it feemes to mee, 

Speake brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall i 
fJMartiui. Oh brother, with the difmalft obied hurt, 
That euer cie with fight made hart lament. 

tiAron. Now will 1 fetch, the King to finde them heere, 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, 

How thefe were they that made away his brother. Exit. 

Martins. Why dooft not comfort me, and helpc me out 
From this vnhollow, and blood ftained hole. 

Quintus. I am furprifed with an vneouth fcarc, 

A chilling fweat oreruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hart (ufpe&s more then mine eye can fee. 

(Mart. T o proue thou haft a true diuining hart, 
tAron and thou looke downe into this den. 

And fee a fearefull fight of blood and death. 

Quintus. nAron is gone, and my compafsionate hart, 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold, 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife; 




of Titus Andronicus . 

Oh tell me who it is, for ncre tell now, 

Was I a child, to fearc I know not what. 

Manius. Lord Bafsianus lies embrewed heere, 

AH on a heape like to a flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted darke blood drinking pit. 

Quwtus. If it be darke how dooft thou know tis hee. 
Martins. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wearc 
A precious ring,that lightens all this hole : 

Which like a taper in fomc monument, 

Doth fliine vpon the dead mans earthy checkes, 

And fiiewes the ragged intrailes of this pit: 

So pale did ftiine the Moone on Piramus, 

When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden blood, 

0 brother helpe me with thy fainting hand. 

If fcare hath made thee faint, as mee it hath. 

Out of this fell deuouring receptacle. 

As hatefull as Ocitus miftie mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may helpe thee out. 

Or wanting ftrength to doe thee fo much good, 

1 may be pluckt into the {wallowing wombe. 

Of this deepe pit, poore Bafsianus graue : 

I haue no ftrength to plucke thee to the brinck, 

(Martins. Nor I no ftrength to clime without thy helpe. 
Quin. Thy hand once more, I will not loofe againe. 

Till thou art hecre a loft, or I below : 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee. 

Enter the Emperour,and nAron the (Moore. 

Satttr. Along with me, He fee whathole is heere. 

And what he is that now is leapt into it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didft defeend. 

Into this gaping hollow of the earth. 

(Martins. Thevnhapp e 'onne of old ssfndromcM, 
Brought hither in a moil vnluckie houre, 

To/ 
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The mofl lamentable T rage Tie 

To finde thy brother Bafcianm dead. 

Saturnim. My brother dead, I know thou do ft but left, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

V pon the north fide of this pleafant chafe, 

Tis not an houre fince I left them there. 

oJWart. We know not where you left them all aliue, 
But out alas, heerc haue we found him dead. 

Enter T amora, asTndronicm , and Lit cun, 

T amora. Where is my Lord the King ? 

King, Heere T amora, though greeu’d with killing griefc, 
T amora. W here is thy brother Tafcianm ? 

King. Now to the bottome doft thou fearch my wound 
Poore Bafcianm heere lies murthered. 

Tamora. Then all too late I bring this fatall writ. 

The complot of this timeleflc Tragedy, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 

In pleafing (miles fuch murderons tyrannic. 

^ She giueth ’ Saturnine a Letter, 

Saturninm r cades the Letter. 

<is4hd if we miffe to meete him handfomly. 

Sweet hmtfman Bafcianus tis we meane, 

Doe thou Jo much as dig thegrauefor him. 

T hon know' FI our meaning, lookefor thy reward 
Among the N tttles at the Elder tree. 

Which ouer-Jhades the mouth of that fame pit. 

Where we decreed to bury Bafcianus, 

Doe this and pur chafe vs thy ladling friends. 

OhTamora was euer heard the like, 

This is the pit, and this the Elder tree, 

Looke firs ifyou can finde the huntfimn out, 

1 hat fhould haue murthered Bafcianm heere. 

Aron. My gracious Lord heere is the bag of gold. 






of Titus Andr omens. 

King. Two of thy whelpes, fell curs of bloody kinde, 
Haueliere bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prifon, 

There let them bide vnttll we haue dcuifd 
Some neuer heard of tortering paine for them. 

Tamora. What are they in this pit, oh wondrous thing.' 
How eafily murder is difeouered. 

, Titus. High Emperour,vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone, with teares not lightly fhed, 

That this fell fault of my accurfed fonnes, 

Accurfed, if the ftmltesbeprou’d in them. 

King. If it be prou’de, you fee it is apparanf, 

Who found this letter, Tamora was it you i 
T amora. <ssdndronicus himfelfe did take it vp. 

- Titus. I did my Lord, yet let me be their baile. 

For by my Fathers reuerent tombe I vow 
They (hall be ready at your Highnes will. 

To aunfwere theyr fufpition with theyr hues. i 

King. Thou (halt not baile them, fee thou follow me. 
Some bring the murthered body, feme the murtherers, 

Let them not fpeake a word, the guilt is plaine. 

For bv my foule, were there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them fhould be executed. 

Tamora. Andronicm I will intreat the King, 

Feare not thy fonnes, they (hall doe well enough. 

T ittts. Come Lucim come, ftay not to talke with them. 
Enter the Empreffe fonnes, with L amnia, herhandes cut 
off, & her tongue cut out, and rauifht. 

Ttemet. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauifht thee. 

A a V " tC dow ,?f th y n rinde, bewray thy meaning Co, 

And if thy ftumpes will let thee play the feribe. 

Demet. See how with fignes & tokens (he can fcrowle. 
Chiron. Coe home,calI for fvyeet watcr,wa(h thy hands. 

Demet. 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedie 
<Dem. Shee hath, no tongue to call, nor hands to wafli, 
And fo letsleaue her to her filent walkes. 

Chiron. And twere my caufe, I (hould goe hang my felfe, 
‘Demet. If thou hadfl hands to'help thee knit the cord. 
Enter zTW arcus from hunting. 

Who is this, my Neece that flies away lo fail. 

Cofen a word, where is your husband : 

If I doe dreame would all my wealth would wake me. 

If I doe wake, fome Planet ftrike me downe, 

That I may flumber in eternall fleepe. 

Speake gentle Neece, what flcrnevngentle hands. 

Hath lopt, and hewde, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two branches thoie fweet ornaments 
Whole circling (hadowes, Kings haue fought to fleepe in, 
And might not gaine fo great a bappines 
As halfe thy loue : Why aooft not fpeake to me i 
Alas, a crimfon riuer ofwarmc blood,. 

Like to a bubling Fountaine flird with winde. 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comming and going with thy honnie breath. 

But (urefbme Tereus hath defloured thee, 

And leaf! thou fhouldft deteft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnft away thy face for fhame. 

And notwith (landing all this lode of blood, 

As from a Conduit with theyr ifluing (pouts, 

Yet doe thy checkes looke red as T itans face, 

Blufhing to be encountred with a clowde. 

Shall I fpeake for thee, fhall I (ay tisfo. 

Oh that I knew thy hart, and knew the bead,. 

That I might rail e at him to ea(e my minde. 

Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt. 

Doth burne the hart to cinders where it is. 

Faire Thilomela, why (hebut loft her tongue. 

And in a tedious (ampler (ovvedher minds. 
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of Titus Andr omens 

Butlouely Neece, that meanc is cut' from thee, 

A craftier Tereus , Co fen haft thou met, 

And he hath cut thofc pretty fingers off. 

That could haue better fowed then Thilomel. 

Oh had the monfter fecnc thofc Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpen leaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken (brings delight to kifle them. 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Which that fweete tongue hath made : 

He would haue dropt his knife and fell a fleepe, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy Father blind. 

For fuch a fight will blind a Fathers eye. 

One houres (forme wil drowne the fragrant meades. 

What will whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes ? 

Doe not draw backe, for we will moume with thee. 

Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery. £ xeunt. 

Enter the Judges and Senatours with Titus two femes bound, 
faffing on the Stage to the p lace of execution, andTittss goingbe- 
fore pleading. 

T itus. Heare me graue Fathers, noble Tribunes flay. 

For pitty of mine age, whofe youth was (pent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you (ecurcly flept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrell fhed, 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht, 

And for thefe bitter teares which now you (ee. 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my checkes. 

Be pittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofe foulesis not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty Sonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufe they died in honours lofty bed, 

isdndronkus lieth downe, and the ludges pajfe by him. 
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The ntcfl ImentaUe T rageiie 

For thefe, Tribunes, in the dufl I write 
My harts deepe languor, and ray foules lad teares : 

Let my teares flanch the earths aric appetite. 

My fonnes fweet blood will make it Ihaine and blufh : 
O earth, I will befriend thee more with raine 
That lhall diflillfrom thefc two antient ruines. 

Than youthfull Aprill lhall with all his fhowres. 

In Sommers drought, lie drop vpon thee ftill. 

In Winter with warme teares lie melt thefnow, 

And keepe eternall fpring time on thy face, 

So thou refule to diinke my deere fonnes blood. 

Enter Lucius, with his weapon drawne. 

Oh reUerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men 
Vnbinde ray fonnes, reuerfo the doome ofdeath, 
And let me lay, (that neuer wept before) 

My teares are now preuailing Oratours. 

Lucius. Oh noble Father, you lament in vaine. 

The Tribunes heare you not, no man is by, 

And you recount your forrowes to a Hone. 

i tf us. Ah Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead, 
Graue Tribunes, once more I intreate of you. 

Lucius. My gracious Lord, no Tribunehearesyou 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, if they did heare 
They would not marke me, or if they did raarke. 
They would not pitty me, yetpleade I muff. 

And bootlefle vnto them. 

Therefore I tell my forrowes to the flones. 

Who though they cannot anfwerc my diftrelTe, 

Yet in foine fort they are better then the Trybunes,, 
For that they will not intercept my tale : 

When I doe weepe, they humblieat my feete 
Receiue my teares, and feeme to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue weedcs, 

Rome could afford no T ribune like to thefe 2 



fpeak. 



of T itus Andronicus. 

A Hone is foft as waxe, Tribunes more hard than flones : 
A flone is filenr, and offendeth not, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death, 
gut wherefore Hand’ll thou with thy weapon drawne ? 

Lucius. To refeue my two brothersfrom their death. 
For which attempt the Iudges hauc pronounft. 

My euerlafting doome ofbanifoment. 

Titus. O happy man, they haue befriended thee s 
Why foolifh Lucius, dofl thou not perceauc 
That f?ome is but a vvildernes of Tygers ? 

Tygers mull pray, and i^ome affords no pray 
But me and mine, how happy art thou then. 

From thele dguourers to be banilhed. 

But who comes with our brother Marcus heere l 
Enter tTlI arcus with Lauinia. 

Marcus. T itus, prepare thy aged eyes to weepe, 

Or if not fo, thy noble hart to breake : 

I bring confoming forrow to thine age. 

T itus. Will it confume mef Let me fee it then. 
LMarcus. This was thy Daughter. 

Titus. Why r JPi{arcus fo foe is. 

Lucius . Aye me, this Obieft kils me. 

T itus. Faint-harted-boy, arife and looke vpon her, 
Speake Lauinia, what accurfcd hand, 

Hath made thee handlelfc in thy Fathers fight ? 

What foole hath added water to the Sea i 
Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy ? 

My griefe was at the height before thou camfl. 

And now like Nylusit difdaineth bounds. 

Giue me a fword, ile chop off my hands too. 

For they haue fought for /?omc, and all in vainci 
And they haue nurll this woe, in feeding life : 

In bootleffe prayer hauc they beene held vp. 

And they haue feru’d me to effedleffe vfc. 



Now 
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The moft lamentable T rage die 

Now all the fcruice I require ofthem. 

Is that the one will helpe to cut the other. 

Tis well Lauinia that thou haft no harides, 

For handes to doe Rome fcruice, is but vaine. 

Lucius. Speake gentle filler, who hath martred thee. 
iJW arcus. Oh that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with fuch pleafing eloquence. / , 

Is tornefrom forth that prettie hollow cage. 

Where like a fweet mellodious bird it fung, 

Sweet varied notes inchaunting eucry care. 

Lucius. Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede ? 
Marcus. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide hcrfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

T itus. It was my Deare, and he that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more then had he kild me dead : 

For now I ftand as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuirond with a wildernes of Sea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by waue, 
Expecting euer when fome enuious lurge. 

Will in his brinifh bowels Iwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes art gone, 

Here ftands my other fonne, a banifht man, 

And heere my brother weeping at my woes : 

But that which giues my foule the greateft Ipurne, 

Is deere Lauinia, deerer than my foule. 

Had I butfeene thy picture in this plight, 

It would haue madded me : what fhall I doc, 

Nowe I behold thy liuely body fo ? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tcares. 

Nor tongue to fell me who hath martred thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers arc condemnde, and dead by this. 

Looke C JWarcus, ah fonne Lucius looke on her. 



\Vhc» 



of Titiu Andronicus. 

When I did name her brothers, then frefh tcares 
Stcodc on her chtekes, as doth the honny dew, 

Vpon a gathred Lillie almoft withered. ' (husband,, 

CMarcus. Perchance fhe weepes becaufc they kild her 
Perchance, becaufe ft lee knowes them innocent. 

Titus. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
Becaufe the Law hath tane reuenge on them. 

No, no, they would not doe fo foule a deede, 

Witnes theforrow that their filler makes. 

Gentle Lauinia, let me kifte thy lips. 

Or make fome figne how I may doe thee eafo : 

Shall thy good Vncle, and thy brother Lucius 
And thou and I fit rounde about fome Fountaine, 

Looking all downewards to behold our checkes 
How they are ftaindein Mead owes yet not dric. 

With mierie flime left on them by a flood 1 
And in the Fountaine fhall we gaze fo long. 

Till the frelh fade be taken from that cleerenes,. 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares i 
Or ftiall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dombe fiiowcs 
Pafle the remainder of our hatefull dayes i 
What fhall we doe ? let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot fome deuife offurther miferie 
To make vs wondred at in time to come. 

Luci. Sweet father ceafe your teares, for at your greefe 
See how my w'retched filler fobs and weepes. 

CMar. Patience deere Neece, good T itus dry thine eyes. 

Titus. Ah Marcus , Marcus , Brother well Iwcte, 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine,. 

For thou poore man haft drownd it with thine owne. 

Lucius. Ah my Lauinia , I will wipe thy cheekes. 

T itus. Marke CMarcus, marke, I vnderftand her Agnes, 
Had Ihe a tongue to lpeake, now would Ihe lay 
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Tfre woH lamentable T rage die 

That to her brother, which I laid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true teares all bewet, 

Can doe no fei uice on her forrowfull cheekes. 

Oh what a Empathy of woe is this. 

As farre from helpe, as Limbo is from blifle. 

Enter Aron the UMoore alone. 

Moore. T itus Andr omens, my Lord the Rmpcrour, 

Sends thee this word, that ifthou loue thy fonnes, 

Let CMarcus, Lucius, or thy felfe old T itus , 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand 
And fend it to the King, he for the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue. 

And that fhall be the raunfome for their fault. 

Titus. Oh gracious Emperour, oh gentle Aron, 

Did euer Rauen fing fo like a Larke, 

That giues fweete ty dings of the Sur.nes vprife ? 

With all my hart, ile fend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou helpe to chop it offV 
Lucius. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine. 

That hath throwne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not be fent : my hand will ferue the turne. 

My youth can better fpare my blc od than you. 

And therefore mine fhall faue my brothers hues. 

Marcus. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, • 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deftru&ion on the enemies Caftlc ? 

Oh none of both, but are of high defert : 

My hand hath beene but idle, let it ferue 
T o raunfome my two Nephcwes from their death. 

Then haue I kept it fo a worthy end. 

Moore. Nay come agree whofe hand fhall goe along, 

For feare they die before their pardon come. 

Marcus. My hand fhall goe. 

Lucius. By heauen it fhall not goe. 

Tim 



of Titus Andronicus. 

Titus Sirs ftriue no more, fuch withred hearbes as thefc 
Are meete for plucking vp, and therefore mine. 

Lucius. Sweet Father, if I fhall be thought thy fonne, 

Let me redeemc mv brothers both from death. 

Marcus. And for our fathers fake, and mothers care, 

Now let me fliow a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus. Agree betweene you, 1 will fpare my hand. 

Lucius. Then.Ile goe fetch an Axe. 

Marcus. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt. 

Titus. Come hether Aron, lie deceiue them both. 

Lend me thv hand, and I will giue thee mine. 

Aron. If that be calde deceite, I will be honeft. 

And neuer whilft I line deceiue men fo : 

But Ile deceiue von in another fort, 

And diat youle fay ere halfe an houre pafTc. 

Hee cuts off Titus hand. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus againe. 

Titus. Now flay your flrife, what fhal be is difpatcht : 
Good Aron giue his Maieftic my hand. 

Tell hi in it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers, bid him bury it, 

More hath it merrited : that let it haue : 

As for my fonnes, fay I account of them, 

As iewels putt: haft at an eafie price, 

And yet deere too, becaufe I bought mine owne. 

Aron. I goe Andronicus, and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thee. 

Their heads I mcane : Oh how this villanie. 

Doth fat me With the very thoughts of it. 

Let fooles doe good, and faii c men call for grace, 

<%Arcn will haue his foule b!acke,like his face. Exit. 

F. Titus 
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The mofl lament able Tragedie 

Thus. O here I lift this one hand vp to heauen. 

And bow this feeble mine to the earth,. 

If any power pitties wretched teaves. 

To that I call : what would thou kneelcwith me ? 

Doe then deere hart, for heauen (ball heare our prayers. 
Or with our fighs-welc breath the welkin dimme, 

And ftainc the funne with fogge, as fometime elowdes. 
When they doe hug him in their melting bofoms. 

Marcus. Oh brother fpeake with pofsibilitic. 

And doc not breake into thefe deepe extreames. 

Titus. Is not my forrow deepe hauing no bottome } 
Then be my pafsions bottomlefle with them. 

Marcus. But yet let reafon gouei ne thy lament. 
Tints. If there were reafon for thefe mifenes. 

Then into Jimits could 1 binde my woes : 

When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow i 
If the windes rage, doth not the fea waxe mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfvvolne face i 
And wilt thou haue a reafon for this coile i 
I am the fea. Harke how her fighes doe flow : 

Shee is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 

Then muft my foa be moued with her fighes, 

Then muft my earth with her continuall tcares. 
Become a deluge : ouerflowed and drowned : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard muft I vomit them. 

Then giue me leaue, for loofers will haue leaue, 

T o eafe theyr ftomacks with theyr bitter tongues. 

Enter a mejfenger with two heads and a hand. 

Mcjfcng. Worthy tsEndromcus, ill art thou repaid. 
For that good hand thou fentft the Emperour : 

Here are the heads of dry two noble fonnes. 







Exit. 






of Titus Andronicus. 

AnJ here thy hand in fcornc to thee fent backe : 

Thv eriefe thevr fports *. Thy rcfolunon mockt : 

That^ voe is me to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More than remembrance of my fathers dwth. 

M arcuA* Now let hote /&tna coolc in Cyclic, 

And be my hart an euer-burning hell: 

Thefe miferies are more then may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepc,doth eafe fomc deaic. 

But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Lucius. Ah that this fight fhould make fo deep a wound, 
And yet detefted life not fhrinke thereat : 

That euer death fhould let life beare his name. 

Where life hath no more intcreft but to breath. 

Marcus. Alas poore hart, that kiffe is comfordeflc, 

As frozen water to a ftarued fhake. 

Titus. When will this fearefull flumber haue an end . 
Marcus. Now farewell flattery, die Jndromcus, 

Thou dooft not Humber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter hecrc : 

Thy other baniftit fonne with this deere fight 
Strucke pale and blcodleflc, and thy brother I, 

Buen like a ftony image, cold and numroe. 

Ah now no more will I controwle my griefes. 

Rent off thy filuer haire, thy other hande 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The doling vp of our moft wretched eyes : 

Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou ftill i 
Titus. Ha, ha, ha. , 

Marcus. Why doft thou laugh i it fits not with this houre, 
Titus. Why 1 haue not another tcare to fhed $ 

Befides, this forrow is an enemie, 

And would vforpe vpon my watry eyes. 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 

Then which way fhall I findc Reuenges Caue. 

F a Fo» 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedie 

For thefe two heads doe feeme to (peake to me. 

And threat me, I fhall neuer come to blitte. 

Till all thefe imfchicfes bereturnd againe, 

JEuen in their throates that haue committed them. 
Come let me fee what taske / haue to doe, 

You beauie people, circle me about. 

That I may turne me to each one ofyou, 

And fweare vnto my foule to right your wrongs, 

T he vowe is made, come Brother take a head. 

And in this hand the other will I beare. 

And L amnia thou fhalt be imployde in thcfe Armes, 
Beare thou my hand fweet wench betweene thy teeth : 
As for thee boy, goe get thee from my fight. 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muff not flay. 

Hie to the Gothes, and raife an armie there. 

And if you loue me, as I thinke you doe, 

Lets kiffe and part, for we haue much to doe. 

Exeunt . 

Z ucius. Farew'ell \Andronicm my noble Father .* 
The wofulft man that euer liude in Rome 
Farewell proude Rome till Lucius come aoaine. 

He loues his pledges dearer than his life : ° 

Farewell Lauinia my noble fitter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beene, 

But now nor Lucius nor Lauinia hues, 

Butin obliuion and hateful I grecfes : 

If L ucius liue, he will recjuite your wrongs, 
a^hd make proude Saturnine and his Empreflc 
Beg at the gates like T arcjum and his Queene. 

No w will I to the gothes and raife a power, 

To be reuengd on Rome and Saturnine. 

Exit Lucius , 





cf Titus Andronicws, 

Enter Lucius fonne WLauinia running after him, and 
the boy flies from her with his bookgsvH » 

derhisarme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus. 

tpnsr. Helpc Grandficr helpe, my ^unt Lauinia, 

Pol! owes me euery where, I know not why. 

Good Vncle Marcus fee how fwift fhe comes, 

Ahs fweet aunt, I know not what you meane. 

Mar. Stand by me Lucius, r doc not feare thine aunt. 

Titus. She loues thee b<5y too well to do thee harmc. 

Fuer. I when my Father was in Fome fhe did. 

Mar. What meanes my Neece Lauinia by thefe fignes. 

Titus. Feare her not Lucius, fomewhat doth fhe meant. 
Sec Lucius fee, how much fhee makes of thee .• 

Some whether would (lie haue thee goe with her. 
aA boy, Cornelia neuer with more care 
Red to her fonnes than fhe hath red to thee. 

Sweet Poetric, and Tullics Oratour : 

Canft thou not geffe wherefore fhee plies thee thus. 

Fuer. My Lord, I know not I, nor can I gefle, 

V nleffe fome fit or frenzie doe pottette her : 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extremitie ofgreeues would make men mad. 

And I haue red that Hecuba of Troy, 

Ran mad for fbrrow, that made me to feare 
although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as deare as ere my mother did, 

And would not but in furie fright my youth. 

Which made me downe to throw my bookes and Hie, 
Caufeleile perhaps, but pardon me fweet e^fiint, 

And Madam, if my V ncle Marcus goe, 
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The mofl lamentable Tr age die 

X will mod willingly attend your Lady/hip. 

(JMar. Lucius I will. 

T it us. How now L auinia , (Jlfarcus what m canes this } 
Some booke there is that fliee defires to fee : 

Which is it gyrle of the/e, open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read ana better skild, 

Come and take choyfc of all my Librarie, 

And fo beguile thy forrow, tell the hcatiens 
Reueale the damn’d contriuer of this deede. 

Why lifts /he vp her armes in fequcnce thus ? 

C JMar. I thinke /lie meanes that there were more than one 
Confederate in the fa&, I more there was : 

Or el/c to heauen /he heaues them for reuenge. 

Titus. Lucius what booke is that /he tofleth Zb ? 

Tuer. Grandficr tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gauc it mee. 

LMar. For loue of her thats gone. 

Perhaps /he culd it from among the reft. 

T itus. Soft, fo bufilie /lice turnes the leaues, 

Helpe her, what would /he finde ? Lauinia /hall I read J 
This is the tragicke talc of Philomel, 

And treates of Tereus trea/on and his rape. 

And rape I feare was rootc of thine annoy, 

(-Mar. See brother fee, note how /he quotes the leaues, 
T itus. Lauinia, wert thou thus furpriz’a fweet gyrle J 
Rauifhtand wrongd as Philomela was, 

Forc’d in the ruthle/Ie,vafl, and gloomie woods 5 
See, fee, I fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 

(O had we neuer, neuer hunted there) 

Pattemd by that the Poet here de/cribes. 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes, 

(Mar. O why /hould nature build Co foule a den, 
Vnlcfle the Gods delight in tragedies. 

Tit. Giuc fignes fweet girle,for here are none but friends, 

VVta‘ 



of Tints AndronicttS , 

V Vhat Romaine Lord it was durft doc the deede ? 

Or flonke not Saturnine as Tarquin erft, 

That left the Campc to finne in Lucrece bed. 

Mar. Sit downe fweet Neece, brother fit downed mee, 
t/ippollo, Pallas, loue, or C Mercuric , 

Infpire me that I may thys trea/on finde. 

My Lord looke hccre, looke heere Lauinia , 

He rerites his Name with his ftaffe, and guides k 
with feete and mouth. 

Thys fandie plot is plaine, guide if thou canft 
This after mee, I haue writ my name, 

Without the helpe of any hand at all. 

Ctfrft be that hart that for/t vs to this fhift : 

Write thou good Neece, and heere difplay at laft, 

V Vhat God will haue difeouered for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen to print thy forrowes plaine. 

That we may know the tray tors and the truth. 

Shee takes the slaffe in her mouth, and guides it with her 
flumps and writes. 

Oh doe yee read my Lord what /he hath writ, 

Stuprum, Chtron , Demetrius. 

( Marcus . What, what, the luflfull fonnes of T amord^ 
Performers of this haynous bloody deede. 

T itus. Magni-D ominatorpvli, 

T am lentus amis feeler a, tarn lentus vides ? 

Mar. Oh calme thee gentle Lord, although I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth. 

To ftirre a mutinie in the mildeft thoughts, 

Andarrcethc mindes ofinfants toexclaimes, 

My Lord kneelc downe with me, Lauinia kncele. 

And 
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The mofl lamentable T rage die 
And kneele fweetboy, the Romaine Heftors hope, 
And fweare with me as with the wofull feere, 

And father of that chaft difhonoured Dame, 

Lord Iunius "Brutus fweare for Lucrece rape, 

That we will profecute by good aduice 
Mortall leuenge vpon thefe trayterous Gothes, 

And fee their blood, or die with this reproch. 

Thus. Tis fure enough, and you knew how. 

But ifyou hunt thefe Beare whelpes,then beware, 

The Dam will wake, and if fhee windeyou once, 

Shee’s with the Lion deepely ftill in league, 

And luls him whilft fhee plaieth on her back. 

And when he fleepcs, will Ihe doc what Ihe lift. 

You are a young huntfinan Marcus, let alone. 

And come I will goe get a leafe of brafle, 

And with a gad offteelc will write thefe words. 

And lay it by : the angry Northen winde, 

Will blow thefe lands like Sibelt leaues abroade. 

And vvheres you lefTon then, boy what lay you J 

Vucr. I fay my Lord that if I were a man, 

Their mothers bed-chamber fhould not be lafe. 

For thefe bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome. 

M arcus. I tbats my boy, thy father hath full oft. 

For his vngratefull Country done the like. 

Tuer. And Vnckle, lo will I, and if I liue. 

Titus. Come goe with me into mine Armoric, 

Lucius He fit thee, and vvithall my boy 
Shall Carrie from me to the Emprefle lonnes, 

Prefents that I intend to lend them both : 

Come, come, thoult doe thy meflage wilt thou not ? 

Puer. I with my dagger in theyr bofomes Grandfier. 

T it us. No boy not fo, lie teach thee another courle, 
1 auinia come, arcus looke to my houfe, 

Lucius and lie goebraue it at the Court, 
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of Titus Andronicus . 

I marry will we fir, and weele be waited on. Exeunt. 

c Mar. O heauens, can you hcare a'good man gronc 
And not relent, or not compafsion him i 
Marcus attend him in his extafie. 

That hath more fears of forrow in his hart. 

Than foe-mens markes vpon his battred ilucld, 

Butyet fo iuft, that he will not rcuenge, 

Reuengc the heauens for old tsLndromus. Exit . 

Enter Aron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one doore , and 
at another doore young Lucins and another, with a 
bundle of weapons, and verfes writ vpon them . 

Chiron. Demetrius, here’s the lonne of Lucius, 

He hath fome meffage to deliuer vs. 

Aron. I fome mad meffage from his mad Grandfather. 
T>uer. My Lords, with all the humblenes I may, 

I greete your Honours from Andronicus, 

And pray the Romane Gods confound you both. 

Demet. Gramarcielouely Lucius, what the new'es. 

Puer. That you are both difcipherd,thats the newes, 

For villaines markt with rape. May it pleafe you, 

My Grandfier well aduifde hath fent by me. 

The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie, 

To gratefie your honourable youth 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bid me fay t 
And fo I doe, and with his gifts prefent 
Your Lordfhips, when euer you haue neede. 

You may be armed and appointed well. 

And fo I leaue you both : Like bloody villaines. Exit. 

Tieme. What’s here i a fcrole, and written round about. 
Lets’ fee. 

Integer vita fcelerifque purus, non eget mauri iaculis nec arcus. 
Chiron . O ds a verfc in Horace I know it well, 
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The moft lamentable T rage die 

I read it in the Grammer long agoe. 

tAron. I iuft, a verfe in Horace , right you haue it. 

Now what a thing it is to be an Afle. 

Her’s no found icft, the old man hath found theyr gilt. 

And fendes them weapons wrapt about with lines, 

That wound beyond theyr feeling to the quick : 

But were our wirtie Emprefle well a foote, 

Sliee would applaud Andromciu conceit. 

But let her reft in her vnreft a while. 

And now young Lords, waft not a happy ftarre. 

Led vs to Rome ftrangers, and more than fo 
Captiues, to be aduanced to this height : 

]t did me good before the pallace gate. 

To braue the Tribune in his bothers hearing. 

‘ Demet . But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Bafely infinuate, and fend vs gifts. 

<ssiron. Had he not reafon Lord Demetrius , 

Did you not vfe his daughter very friendly ? 

‘Demet. I would we had a thoufand Romane DameJ 
At fuch a bay, by turne to feme our luft. 

Chiron . A charitable wifh, and full ofloue. 

Aron. Here lacks but your mother for to fay Amen. 
Chiron. And that would file for twentie thoufand more. 
Dente. Come let vs goe and pray to all the Gods 
For ourbeloued mother in her paines. 

Aron. Pray to the deuils the gods haue giuen vs ouer. 
Trumpets found. 

Dem. Why do the Emperors trumpets flourifh thus i 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fonne. 

‘Deme. Soft, who comes heere. 

Enter 1\ urfe with a blache a tACoore child. 

Nur. God morrow Lords, 6 tell me did you fee Aron the 
Aron. W el,niore or lefle,or nerc a whit at all, (Moore 

Heere 



of Titus Andronicus. 

Here Aron is, and what with Aron now ? 

liurfe. Oh gentle <tAron , we are all vndonc, 

Now heipe, or woe betide thee euermore. 

Aron. Why what a catterwaling dooft thou kcepe, 
what dooft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes i 
Nurfe. O that which I would hide from heauens eye. 
Our Emprefle fhame, and ftately Romes difgrace, 

Shee is deliuered Lords, fhe is dehuered. 
eAron. To whom. 

Nurfe. I meane fhe is brought a bed. 
c Aron. Well god giuc her good reft , what hath hce lent 
Nurfe. A deuill. (her? 

Aron. Why then fhe is the deuils Dam, a ioyfull ifluc, 
Nurfe. A ioyles, difmall, black, and fbrrowfull iflue, 

Here is the babe as loathfome as a toade, 

Amongft the fairefaft breeders of our clime, 

The Emprefle fendes it thee, thy ftampe.thy fealc. 

And bids thee chriften it with thy daggers poynt. 

<iAron. Zounds ye whore, is blacke fo bafe a hue ? 

Sweet blowfe, you are a beautious bloflome fure. 

Deme. Villaine what haft thou done ? 
erfron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndone our mother. 

Aron. Villaine, I haue done thy mother. 

Deme. And therein hellifh dog thou haft vndone her, 
Woe to her chaunce, and damde her loathed choice, 

Accurft the offspring of fo foule a fiend. 

Chiron. It fhall notliue, 

Aron. It fhall not die. 

Nurfe. Aron it muft, the mother wils it fo. 

Aron. What muft it Nurfe ? then let no man but I. 

Doe execution on my flefh and blood. 

Dem. lie broach the tadpole on my Rapiers poynt, 

Nurfe giue it me, my fword fhall foone difmtchit, 

G a Aron 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedie 

<tsfron. Sooner this fword (hall plow thy bowels vp, 

Stay murthcrous villaines, will you kill your brother i 
Now by the burning tapors of the side, 

That (hone fo brightly when this boy was got, 

He dies vpon my Semitars fharpe point, 

That touches this my firft borne fonne and heire : 

I tell you yonglings, not Ence Indus, 

With all his threatning band of Typhons broodc, 

Nor great a Alcides, nor the God of warre, 

Shall ceaze this pray out of his fathers hands : 

What, what, yee (anguine (hallow harted boies, 

Yee white-ltmbde walls, ye ale-houfe painted figncs, 
Cole-blacke is better then another hue. 

In that it fcornes to beare another hue : 

For all the water in the Ocean, 

Can neuer turne the Swans blacke legs to white. 

Although (hee laue them howrely in the flood : 

T ell the Empreffe from me I am ofage 
To keepe mine owne, excufe it how (he can. 

CDeme. Wilt thou betray thy noble Miftris thus. 

. Aron. My miflris is my miftris, this my fclfc, 

The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 

This before all the world doe I preferre, 

This mauger all the world will I keepe (afe. 

Or (ome ofyou fhall fmoake for it in Rome; 

Deme. By this our mother is for euer Jhamde. 

Chiron . Rome will defpife her for this foule elcapc. 

2{(trje. The Emperour in his rage will doome her death. 

Chiron. I blufh to thinke vpon this ignomic. 

sAron. Why there’s the priuiledge your beautiebearest 
Fie trecherous hue, that will betray with blulhing 
The clofe enafts and counfels of thy hart : 

Heer’s a young Lad flamde of another leere, 

Looke how the blacke flaue (miles vpon the father. 

As 




of Tim Andronicus . 

As who (hould fay, old Lad I am tibiae owne. 

He is your brother Lords, fenfibly fed 
Qf that felfe blood that firft gaue life to you. 

And from your wombe where you imprifoned were, 

He is infranchized, and come to light : 

Hay he is your brother by the furer fide. 

Although my fcale be damped in his face. 
piurfe*. tAron, what (hall I (ay vnto the Empreffe. 
•Demetrius. Aduife thee Aron, what is to be done. 

And we will all fubferibe to thy aduife : 

Saue thou the child, fo we may all be fafe. 

Aron. Then fit we downe and let vs all confult, 

My fonne and I will haue the wind of you : 

Keepe there, now talke at pleafure of y our fafety. 

Demetrius. How many women fiw this child of his i 
Aron. Why fo braue Lords, when we ioyne in league 
I am a Lambe, but if you braue the Moore, 

The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyoneffe, 

The Ocean fwels not fo as Aron ftormes : 

But fay againe, how many faw the child. 

Nurfe. Cornelia, the Midwife and my (elfo, 

And no one elfe but the deliuered Empreffe. 

Aron. The Empreffe, the Midwife, and your felfe, 

Two may keepe counfell when the third’s away : 

Goe to the Empreffe, tell her this I fiid. He kMs her. 

Weeke, weeke, Co cries a Pigge prepared to the (pit. - 
Deme. What mean’ft thou Aron,wherfore didft thou this? 
*Aron. O Lord fir, tis a deede of pollicie. 

Shall (he liue to betray this gilt of ours ? 

A long tongu’d babling Goflip, no Lords, no : 

And now be it knowne to you my full intent. 

Not farre, one AMuUtem my Country-man 
His wife but yefternight was brought to bed 
His child is like to her, faire as you are ; 
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The mo$\ lamentable T rage die 
Goe packe with him, and giue the mother gold. 

And tell them both the circumftance of all. 

And how by this their child /hall be aduaunft, 

And be receiued for the Emperours heyre. 

And fubftituted in the place of mine, 

To calme this tempcft whirling in the Court, 

And let the Emperour dandle him for his owne. 

Harkeyee Lords, you fee I hauegiucn her phifick. 

And you muft needes bellow her funerall. 

The fieldes are necre, and you are gallant Groomes : 

This done, fee that you take no longer dayes 
But fend the Midwife prefcntly to me. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away. 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chiron, sir on, I fee thou wilt not truft the ayre with fecrets. 
Dense. For this care of Tamora, 

Her fclfe, and hers are highly bound to thee. Exeunt . 

Aron. Now to the Gothes, as fwift as fwallow flies. 

There to difpofe this treafurein mine armes. 

And fecretly to greet the Empreffe friendes ; 

Come on you thick-lipt-flaue, He beare you hence, 

For it is you that puts vs to our fhifts : 
lie make you feede on berries, and on roof es. 

And feede on curds and whay, and fuckc the Goafe, 

And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp. 

To be a warriour and commaund a Campc. Exit. 

Enter Titus, old Maxaas,yomg Lucius, and other gentle- 
men ivtth boroes, and Titus beares the arrowes with Letters 
cntheendesofthem. 

Titus. Come C JMarctu, come, kinfemen this is the way, 
Sir boy let me fee your archeric, 

Looke yee draw home enough and tis there flraight, 

Terr til 






of Titus Andronicus. 

<r er m Allred reliquit, be you remembrcd CMarcus. 

Shee’s gone, fhees fled, firs take you to your tooles, 

You Cofens (hall goc found the Ocean, 

Atid caft your nets, happily you may catch her in the fca, 
y e t ther’s as little iuftice as at Land : 

No Publius and Sempronius, you mull doe it, 

Tis you mult dig with mattockeand with fpade, 

And pierce the inrnoft center of the earth, 

Then when you come to Plutoes Region, 

1 pray you deliuer him this petition, 

Tell him it is for iuftice and for ay de. 

And that it comes from olde Andronicus , 

Shaken with forrowes in vngratefull Rome. 

Ah Rome, well, well, I made thee miferable,' 

What time I threw the peoples fuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrrannizeore mee. 

Goe get you gone, and pray be carefull all. 

And leaue you not a man of warre vnfearcht. 

This wicked Emperour may haue fhipt her hence. 

And kinfemen then we may goe pipe for iuftice. 

Marcus. O Publius , is not this a heauic cafe 
To fee thy noble Vnkle this diftractf 
Publius. Therfore my Lords it highly vs concemes. 

By day and night t’attend him carefully : 

And feede his humour kindly as we may, 

Till time beget fome carefull remedie. 

CMarcus, Kinfmcn, his forrowes are paft remedie. 

Ioyne with the Gothes, and with reuengefull warre, 
Takewreakeon Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the travtour Saturnine. 

Titus. Tub hits how now, how now my Maifters> 

What haue you met with her i 

ublim . No my good Lord, but 'Tluto (ends you word. 

If you will haue reuenge from hell you (hall, 
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The tnoTi lamentable T rage die 

Marne for Iuftice Hie is fo imployd. 

He tiiinks with Ioue in heauen, or (bine where el fie, 

So that perforce you muft needs flay a time. 

Titus. He doth me wrong to feede me with delay es, 

He diue into the burning lake below, 

And pull her out of Acaron by the beeles. 

Marcus we are but fhrubs,no Cedars we, 

No big-bond-men fram’d of the Cyclops fize. 

But mettall Marcus, ftecle to the very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can beare : 
And fith there’s no iuftice in earth nor hell, 

Wc will follicite heauen and moue the Gods, 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreake our wrongs : 

Come to this gcare, you are a good Archer Marcus, 

He giues them the Arrowes. 
tAd Jouem, that’s for you, here ad Apollonem, 
tsdd tJMartem , that’s for my felfe, , 

Here boy to Valias, here to cJMercurj, 

To Saturnine, to Cains, not to Saturnine, 

You were as goodto fhoote againft the wind, 

T oo it boy, ( Marcus loofe when I bid. 

Of my word I haue written to effeft, 

There’s not a God left vnfollicited. 

zJMarc.us. Kindfmen, fhoot all your fihafts into the Court, 
We will affli£t the Emperour in his pride. 

Titus. Now Maifters draw, oh well faid Lucius, 

Good boy in Virgoes lap, giue it T alias. 

Marcus. My Lord, I aime a mile beyond the Moone, 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Titus. Ha, ha, P ublius, Tullius, what haft thou done J 
See,fee, thou haft fhot off one of Taurus homes. 

Marcus. This was the (port my Lord, when Publius (hot, 
The Bull being gald, gaue Aries fuch a knocke. 

That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 

And 
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And who fhould finde them but the Emprefte villaine : 
Shee laught, and tolde the Moore he fhould not choofe 
gut giue them to his maifter for a prefent. 

Tans. Why there it goes, God giue his Lordftiip ioy. 

Enter the Clowne with a basinet and two pidgions ink. 

Titus. Newes, newes from heauen, 

Marcus the poaft is come. 

Sirra what ty dings, haue you any letters, 

Shall I haue iuftice, what fayes Iupiter ? 

Clowne. Ho the Iiebbetmaker ? hee fayes that hee hath ta- 
ken them downe againe, for the man muft not be hangd till 
the next weeke. 

Titus. But what fiyes Iupiter I aske thee ? 

Clowne. Alas fir, I know not Jupiter ? 

Ineuer dranke with him in all my life. 

Titus. Why villaine, art not thou the Carrier# 

Clowne. I of my pidgions fir, nothing els. 

Titus. Why.didft thou not come from heauen i 
Clowne. From heau cn , alas fir, I fltucr came there, 

God forbid I ftiould bee fo bolde, to preffe to heauen in my 
young dayes. 

Why I am going with my pidgeons to the tribunall Plebs,to 
take vp a matter of brawle betwixt my Vncle , and one of 
the Emperialls men. 

'Marcus. Why fir, that is as fit as can be to ferae for your 
Oration, and let him dcliuer the pidgeons to the Emperour 
from you. r 

Titus. Tellmee, can you deliueran Oration to the 'Em- 
perour with a grace. 

j.p Clowne. Naytruelyfir, Icouldeneuerfiy graceinall my 

Titus. Sirra come hither, make no more adoe, 
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i cc moyc tarnenr able i rageute 
But giue your Pidgiom to the Emperour, 

By me thou fhalt haue iuflice at his hands, 

Hold, hold, meane while here’s money for thy charges* 
Giue me pen and inke. 

Sirra, can you with a grace deliuer a Supplication 3 
Clowne. I fir. 

Titus. Then here is a Supplication for you, and when you 
come to him, at the firft approch you muff kneele, then kifle 
his foote , then deliuer vp your Pidgions, and then lookc for 
your revvarde. lie be at hand fir, fee you doe it brauc- 
lie. 

Clowne. I warrant you fir, let mee alone. 

T it us. Sirra half thou a knife ? Come let me fee it. 

Here Marcus, fold it in the Oration, 

For thou half made it like an humble Suppliant. 

And when thou haftgiuen it to the Emperour,. 

Knocke at my doore, and tell me what he fayes. 

Clowne. God be with you fir, X will. Exit. 

Titus. Come CMarcm let vs goe,7#M/w follow me. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Emperour stud Emprejfe, and her two fonnes , the 
Emperour brings the Arrowes in hts hand 
that 7 itusjhot at him. 



Satur. Why Lordes what wrongs are thefe,was euer fcens> 
An Emperour in Rome thus ouer-borne. 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of egall iulfice, vfde in fiich contempt. 

My Lords you know the mightfull Gods, 

How euer thefe diffurbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples eares, there nought hath paft, 

But eucn with law againff the wilfull fonnes , 

Of 







of Titus Andronicus, 

of old zAsdronicus. And what and if 
His forrowes haue fo ouerwhelmde his wits i 
Shall we be thus afflifted in his wreakes, 

His fits, his frenzie, and his bittcrncs i 
And now he writes to heauen for his redrefle, 

Sec here’s to hue, and this to (Jldercurie, 

Thisto lApollo, this to the God of warre : 

Sweet fcrowles to flie about the flreets of Rome, 

Whats this but libelling againff the Senate, 

And blazoning our vriiufficc euery where, 

A croodly humor, is it not my Lords 3 
Aswho would fay, in Rome no iufficc were. 

But if I liue, his fained extafies 
Shall be no fhelter to thefe outrages, 

But he and his fhall know that iulfice liues 
In Saturninm health, whom if he fleepe, 

Hele fo awake, as he in furie /hall, 

Cut off the proud’ft confpiratour that liues. 

Tamora. My gracious Lord, my louely Saturnine , 

Lord of my life, commaunder of my thoughts, 

Calme thee, and beare the faults of Titus age, 

Th’effe&s of forrow for his valiant fonnes. 

Whole lofTc hath pearff him deepe,and skard his hart. 

And rather comfort his diltrcfled plight. 

Than profecutc the meanefl or the beff 

For thefe contempts : Why thus it fhall become 

Hie witted Tamora to glofc with all. 

But T itus I haue touched thee to the quick. 

Thy life blood out : if tsdron now be wife. 

Then is all fafe, the Anchor in the port. 

Enter Clowne. 

How now good fellow, wouldft thou fpeake with vs f 

Qowne. Yea forfooth,& your Miffer/hip be Emperiall. 

H 2 Tame, 
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The moft lamentable T rage die 

T, amor a. Emprcflc I am, but yonder fits the .Emperour. 

Clowne. Tis he, God and Saint Stephen giuc you godden 
Ihauc brought you a letter and a couple of pidgicnshcere. * 

Hee reades the Letter. 

Satur. Goe take him away, and hang him prcfently ? 

Clowue. How much money mud I haue. 

T amora. Come firra you muff be hanged. 

Clowne. Hangd be Lady, then I hauc brought vp a necke 
toafairccnd. 

Exit. 

Satur. Difpightfull and infollerable wrongs, 

Shall I endure this monflrous villanie ? 

I know from whence this fame deuife proceedes. 

May this be borne, as if his trayterous fbnncs. 

That dyde by law for murther of our brother, 

Haue by my meanes been butchered wrongfully. 

Goe dragge the villaine hither by the haire, 

Norage, nor honour, fhall fhape priuiledge. 

For this proude mocke, He be thy daughter man. 

Sly franticke wretch, that holpft to make me great. 

In hope thy felfe fhould gouerne Rome and mce. 

Enter L\untius Emillitts. 

Satur. What newes with thee EmiHius f 

Emillius. Arme my Lords, Rome neuer had more caufe, 
The Gothes haue gathered head, and with a power 
Of high refblued men, bent to thefpoyle. 

They hither march amaine, vndcr condu& 

Of Lucius^ fonne to old Andromcus, 

W ho threates in courfe of this r euengc to doc 

Ai 



of Titus Audronicus. 

AsmuchaseuerOmWdid. 

Km- Is warlike Lucius Generali ofthe yothes, 

Thefe tydings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with froft, or grafTe beate downc witli flormes .• 

I now begins our forrowes to approach, 

Tis he the common people loue fo much, 

My felfe hath often heard them fay, 

When I haue walked like apriuate man, 

That Lucius banishment was wrongfully. 

And they hauc wifht that Lucius were their Emperour. 

Lamer a. Why fhould you feare, is not your Citty ftrong * 

Km- I but the Cittizens fauour L ucius. 

And will reuolt from me to fuccour him. 

7 Amora. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name. 

Is the Sunne dimd,that Gnats doe flic in it, 

The Eagle fuffers little birds to fing, 

And is not carefull what they meane thereby. 

Knowing that with the fhadow of his wings. 

He can at pleafure flint their melody. 

Euenfo may eft thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy fpirit, for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt the old Andronicus , 

With words more fweet and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to fifh, or honey ftalks to fheepe. 

When as the one is wounded with the baitc, 

The other rotted with delicious (cede. 

King. But he will not intreate his fonne for vs. 

T amora. If T amora intreate him than he will* 

For I can fmooth and fill his aged cares, 

With golden promifes, that were his hart 
Almoft impregnable, his old yearcs dcafe. 

Yet fhould both earc and hart obay my tongue. 

Goe thou before to be our Embafladour, 
ba y the Emperour requefts a parly, 

H3 






The moSl lamentable T rage die 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting, 

Eucn at his Fathers houfe the old usAndrcnicus. 

King. Emilhus doe this inefl'age honourably. 

And if he Hand in hoftage for his fafety, 

Bid him demaund what pledge will pleafe him beft. 

Emilhus. Your bidding fhall I doe effectually. 

Exit. 

T amora. Now will I to that old Andronicus, 

And temper him with all the Art I haue. 

To plucke proud Lucm from the warlike Gotbes. 

And now fweet Emperour be blith againe, 

And bury all thy feare in my dcuifes. 

Saturnine. T hen goe fucceflantly and pleade to him. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Lucius with an tydrmie ofCjothes, with 
Drums andSouldiers. 

Lucius. Approued warriers, and my faithfull friends 
I haue receaucd letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifies what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords be as your titles witnes. 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs. 

And wherein Rome hath done you any skath. 

Let him make trcbble fatisfa&ion. 

Ejoth. Braue flip fprung from the great Andr emeus, 
Whole name was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
Whole high exploits and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt. 

Be bold in vs wccle follow where thou leadft. 

Like flinging Bees in hotteft Sommers day. 

Led by their Maifler to the flowred fields, 

And be aduengd on curfcd T amora ; 
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of Tim Andronicusi 

And as he faith, fo lay we all with him. 

Lucius. I humbly thanke him and I thank you all, 
gut who comes heere led by a lufly Goth i 

Enter a (Joth leading of Aron with his child 
in his armes. 

qoth. Renowmcd Lucius from our troups I ftraid, 
To craze vpon a ruinous Monafleric, 

Ancfas I earneflly did fixe mine eye, 

Vpon the waited building fuddainly,. 

I heard a child cry vnderneath a wall, 

I made vnto the noile, when foone I heard; 

The crying babe controld with this difeourfc : 

Peace tawny flaue, halfe me, and halfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, 

Villaine thou mightft haue bcene an Emperour. 

But where the Bull and Cow arc both milke white, 
They neuer doe beget a cole-blacke Calfe : 

Peace villaine peace, euen thus he rates the babe. 

Fori muft beare thee to a trufty Goth , 

Who when he knowes thou art the Empreffc babe, 
Will hold thee dearely for thy mothers lake. 

With this my weapon dravvne I rulht vpon him 
Surprizdhim fuddainly, and brought him hither 
Tovfe as you thinke needfull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth , this is the incarnate deuill 
That robd Andronicus of his good hand. 

This is the Pearle that pleafd your Fmpreffe eye. 

And here’s the bafe fruite of her burning luft. 

Say wall-eyd flaue whither wouldft thou conuay, 
This growing Image of thy fiendlike face, 

Why dooftnot fpeakc 5 what dcafe, not a word i. 
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A halter Souldiers, hang him on this tree. 

And by his fide his fruite of Baftardie. 

Aron. Touch not the boy, he is of Royall blood. 

Lucius. T oo like the fier for euer being good, 

Firft hang the child that he may fee it (p rail, 

A fight to vexe the Fathers (bule withal!. 

Aron. Get me a ladder, Z ucius faue the child, 

And beare it from me to the Emprelle .* 

If thou doe this,ile (hew thee wondrous things, 

That highly may aduantage thee to heare, 

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 

He fpeake no more, but vengeance rot you all. 

Lucius. Say on, and if it pleafie me vvhich thou fpeakft, 
Thy child (hall liue,and I will (eeitnouriflit. 

Aron. And if it pleafe thee i why allure thee Lucius, 
Twill vexe thy (oule to heare what I (hall fpeake : 

For I muff talke ofmurthers, rapes, and maflacres, 

AZls of black night, abhominable deeds, 

Complots of mifehiefe, treafon, villanies, 

Ruthfull to heare, yet pitteou fly performd. 

And this (hall all be buried in my death, 

Vnleflethou fwcare to me my child (hall liue. 

Lucius. Tell on thy mind, 1 fay thy child (hall liue. 

*Aron. Swxare that he (hall, and then I will begin, 

Zwiw. Who (hould I (weare by, thou belecueU no God, 
That graunted, how can (l thou beleeuc an oath. 

Ar ° n > What if I doe not, as indeede I doe not, 
let for I know thou art religious, 

And haft a thing w'ithin thee called confidence. 

With twenty popifli tricks and ceremonies. 

Which I haue fee ne thee carcfull to obfirue, * 

Therefore I vrge thy oath, for that I know. 

An Ideot holds his bauble for a God, 

And kcepcs the oath which by that God he fwcares, 

To 



of Titus Andronicus. 

To that lie vrge him : therefore thou (halt vow 
By that fame God, what God fo ere it be 
That thou adored:, and had: in reuerence. 

To faue my boy, to nourifh and bring him vp, 

Or elfe I will difeouer nought to thee. 

Lucius. Euen by my God I fweare to thee I will. 

Aron. Fird know thou, I begot him on the Emprefle, 

Lucius. t)h mod initiate and luxurious woman. 

Aron. T ut Lucius , this was but a deede of charitie, 

To that which thou (halt heare of me anon, 

Twas her two fonnes that murdered Bafsianus , 

They cut thy fiders tongue and rauifht her, 

And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou (awed. 

Lucius. Oh detedable villaine, call’d thou that trimming. 

Aron. Why (lie was wafht, and cut, and trimd, 

And twas trim fport for them that had the dooing oFit. 

Lucius. Oh barberous beadly villaines like thy felfe. 

Aron. Indeed I was their tutor to indruft them. 

That codding fpirit had they from theyr mother. 

As fure a carde as euer wone the fet : 

That bloody minde I thinke they leamd of me. 

As true a dog as euer fought at head : 

Well, let my deedes be witnes of my worth, 

I traynde thy brethren fo that guilefull hole. 

Where the dead corps of Bafsianus lay : 

I wrote the Letter that thy Father found, 

And hid the gold within the Letter mentioned. 

Confederate with the Queene.and her two fonnes. 

And what not done, that thou had caufe fo rue. 

Wherein I had no drokc of mifehiefe in it, 

4play d the cheater for thy Fathers hand. 

And when I had it, drew my (elfe a part. 

And almofi broke my hart with extreame laughter, 

I pried me through the creuie of a wall, 

L When 
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When for his hand he had his two fonnes heads, 
Beheld his teares, and laughtfohartily, 

T hat both mine eyes were rainie like to his •• 

And when I told the Empreffe ofthysfport, 

Shee founded almofl at my pleafing talc, 

And for my ty dings gaue me twenty kifles. 

Goth. 

What canfl: thou fay all this, and ncuer blufh. 
Aron. 

I like a blacke dogge as the faying is. 

Lucius. 

Art thou not forty for thefe hainous deedes, 

tAron. 

I that I had not doone a thoufand more, 

Euen now I curfe the day, and yet I thinks 
Few come within the compafl’e of my curfe. 
Wherein I did not fome notorious ill,. 

As kill a man, or elfe deuife his death, 

Rauifh a mayde, or plot the way to doe it, 

Accufc fome innocent, and forfweare my felfc. 

Set deadly enmitie betweene two friends. 

Make poore mens cattle breake thcyr necks. 

Set fire on, Barnes and hayfhtkes in the night, 

And bid the owners quench them with their teares : 
Oft haue I digd vp dead men from theyr graues. 
And fet them vpright at their deere friends doore, 
Euen when their forrowes almofi was forgot, 

And on theyr skinnes, as on the barke of trees, 
Haue with my knife earned in Romaine letters* 



let 



of Titus Andronicus, 

Let not your forrow die, though I am dead. 

Tut, I haue done a thoufand dreadful! thinges 
As willingly as one would kill a flie, 

And nothing greeues mehartily indeede, 
gut that I cannot doc tenne thoufand more. 

Lucius. Bring downe the deuill, for he muff not die 
So fweet a death as hanging prefently. 

sArott. If there be deuils, w'ould I were a deuill, 

To liue and burne in euerlafting fire. 

So I might haue your company in hell 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue. 

Lucius. Sirs flop his mouth, and let him fpeake no more. 

Enter Emilias. 

Goth. My Lord there is a meflenger from Rome 
Defires to be admitted to your prefence. 

Lucius. Let him come neere. 

Welcome Emillius , what’s the newes from Rome ? 

Smil. Lord Lucius, and you Princes of the GothcS, 

The Romaine Emperour greets you all by mee, 

And for he vnderftands you are in Armes, 

He craues a parley at your Fathers houfe 
Willing you to demaund your hoftages, 

And they fhall be ipimediatly deliuered. 

G oth. What fayes our Generali i 

Lucias. Emillius, let the Emperour giue his pledge* 

Vnto my Father, and my Vnde CMarcus, 

And wc will come, march away. 

i Enter Tamora, and her two fonnes difguifed. 

Tamora. Thus in this flrange and fad habillament, 

I Will encounter with Andronicus. 

1 1 . And 
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The mojl lamentable T rage die 

And fay, I am Reuenge fent from below, 

T o ioyne with him an d right his hainous wrongs, 
Knocke at his iludy where they fay he keepes. 
To ruminate ilrange plots of diere Reuenge, 
Tell him Reuenge is come to ioyne with him. 
And worke confafion on his enemies. 



Tfoj krtocke and Titus opens bis Jludie doore. 

Titus. Who doth moleil my contemplation 2 
Is it your tricke to make me ope the dore. 

That fo my fad decrees may flie away. 

And all my ftudy be to no effett. 

Y ou are deceau'd, for what I meane to doe. 

See heere in bloody lines 1 hauc let c’owne. 

And what is written fhall be executed. 

T amora. T ttus, I am come to talke with thee. 

T im. No not a word, how can I grace my talke. 
Wanting a hand to giue that accord, 

Thon hall the ods of me therefore no more. (roe. 

T amora. If thou didil knowe me thou wouldfl talke with 

Titus . I am not mad, I know thee well enough, 

Wi nes this wretched ilump,witnes thefecrimfon lines, 
Witnes thefc trenchers made by griefe and care, 

Witnes the tyring day and heauy night, 

Witnes all forrow that I know thee well 
F or our proud Empreilee, mighty T amora : 

Is not thy comming for my other hand. 

T amora. Know thou lad man, I am not T amora, 

Shce is thy cnemie, and I thy friend, 

I am Reuenge fent from th’infernall Kingdome, 

To eafe the gnawing vulture of thy mind. 

By working wreakcfull vengcanc on thy foes .* 

Come 




of Titus Andronicitsl 

Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 

Conferre with me of murder and of death, 

There’s not a hollow Caue or lurking place, 

No vail obfeurity or nnfty vale, 

\Vhere bloody murther or defeiled rape, 

Can couch for feare but I will finde them out, 

And in their eares tell them my dreadfull name, 

Reueno-e which makes the foule offender quake. 

Titus. Art thou Reuenge t land art thoulent to me. 

To be a torment to thine enemies. 

T amora. I am, therefore come downeand welcome me? 

Titus. Doe me fome feruice ere I come to thee, 

Loeby thy fide where Rape and Murder Hands, 

Now giueforne furance that thou art Reuenge, 

Stab them, or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles. 

And then ile come and be thy Waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 

Prouide thee two proper Palfrayes, black as let. 

To hale thy vengefull Waggon fwift away, 

And finde out murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 

I will difmount, and by the Waggon wheelc, 

Trot like a feruile footeman all daylong, 

Euen from Epeons riling in the Eail, 

Vntill his very downfall in the Sea. 

And day by day ile doe this heauy taske, 

So thou deilroy Rapine and Murder there. 

7 'amora. Thefc are my miniilers and come with me. 

T it us. Are them thy miniilers, what are they call’d i 

T amora. Rape and Murder, therefore called fo, 

Caufc they take vengearce of iuch kind of men. 

Titus. Good Lord how like the Empreile Sonnes they are, 
Andyou the Empreflc, but we worldly men 
Haueraiferable mad millaking eyes : 
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The mofl lament able T rage die 

Oh fwect Reuenge, now doc I come to thee. 

And if one armes imbracement will content thee, 

I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

T amora. This doling with him fits his Lunacre, 

What ere I fors;e to feede his braine-ficke fits. 

Doe you vpholcl, and maintaine iayour fpeecbcs. 

For now he firmely takes me for Reuenge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought, 

He make him fend for Lucius Iris fonne, 

And vvhilll: I at a banquet hold him fure. 

He finde fome cunning praclife out of hand 
To foatter and difperfo the giddie Gothes, 

Or at the leaf! make them his enemies : 

See heere he comes, and I muff ply my theame. 

T itus . Long haue I been forlorne and all for thee, 

W elcome dread Furie to my woefull houfo. 

Rapine and Murther you are welcome too, 

How like the Empreffe and her fonnes you are, 

Welfare you fitted, had you but a Moore, 

Could not all hell afford you fuch a deuill i 
For well I wotc the Empreffe neuer wags 
But in her company there is a Moore. 

And would you reprefent our Queene aright. 

It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill •• 

But welcome as you are, what fhall we doe ? 

Tumor a. What would!! thou haue vs doe Andronicus . ? 

‘Deme. Show me a murtherer ile dealc with him. 

Chiron. Show me a villaine that hath done a rape, 

And /am font to be reuengdeon him. 

T amora. Show me a thoufand that haue done thee wrong, 
And / will be reuenged on them all. 

Titus. Looke round about the wicked fireets of Rome, 
And when thoufind!! a man that’s like thy folfo. 

Good Murther flab him,hee’s a murtherer. 

Goe 



of Titu* Andronicus. 

Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To finde another that is like to thee*, 

Good Rapine ftab him, he is a rauifher. 

Goe thou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 

There is a Queene attended by a Moore, 

Well raai ft thou know herby thine owne proportion 
For vp and downe fhe doth refomble thee. 

/pray thee doe on them fome violent death. 

They haue beene violent to me and mine. 

L amora. Well haft thou leflond vs,this fhall we doe, 
gut would it pleafe thee good Andronicus, 

To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant fonne, 

Wholea les towards Rome a band of warlike Gothes, 

And bid him come an d banquet at thy houfo. 

When hee is heere, euen at thy folemne feaft, 

/will bring in the Empreffe and her fonnes. 

The Emperour himfolfe.and all thy foes, 

And at thy mercy fhall they ftoope and knecle. 

And on them fhalt thou eafo thy angry* hart : 

What fayes Andronicus to this deuifo i 

\ 

Enter (JTfarcus. 

Titus. Ulfarcus my brother, tis fad T itus calls, 

Goe gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Lucius, 

Thou ihalt enquire him out among the Gothes, 

Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 
Some ofthe t hiefeft Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him encampe his fbuldiers where they are. 

Tell him the ftnperour and the £ mprefle too 
Feaft at my houfo, and he fhall feaf ! with them. 

This doe thou for my loue, and fo let him, 

As he regards his aged Fathers lifo. 

^Tttar. This will l doe, and fbone returne ngaine. 
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The moft lamentable T rage die 

Tamora. Now will I hence about thy bufines, 

And take my miniders along with me. 

Titus. Nay, nay, let rape and murder day with me, 

Or els He call my brother backe againe. 

And cleaue to no reuenge but Lucius. 

T am. W hat (ay you boyes, will you bide with him, 
Whiles I goc tell my Lord the Emperour, 

How I haue gouernd our determind ied, 

Yeede to his humour, fmooth and (peake him fairs. 

And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

T itus. I know them all, though they fuppofe me mad, 
And will ore-reach them in theyr owne deuifes, 

A payre of curbed hell hounds and theyr Dame. 

heme. Madam depart at pleafure, leaue vs heerc. 

Tamora. Farewell Andronicus , Reuenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. 

T itus. I know thou dooft, and (weet Reuenge farewell. 

Chiron. T ell vs old man, how (hall we be implovd, 

T itus. Tnt I haue worke enough for you to doe. 
Tublius come hether, Qakii, and Valentine , 

Tublius. What is your will. 

Titus. Know you the(e two ? 

Tub. The (fmpreffe fonnes I take the, C hiron, Demetmu 

Titus. Fie Publius fie, thou art too much deceaude, 

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 
ex/nd therefore binde them gentle Publius, 

Cuius and Valentine, lay hands on th em. 

Oft haue you heard me wilh for fuch an houre, 
t^nd now I finde it, therefore binde them fore, 

AnA dop theyr mouthes if they begin to cry. 

Chiron. Villaines forbeare, we are the .Emprefle fonnes. 

Tublius. Aw d therefore do we what we arc commanded. 
Stop clofe their mouthes, let them not (peake a word, 

Is he fore bound, looke that you binde them fad. 




cf Titus Andronicus , 

Enter Titus Andronicus with a knife, dWLauinia 

rsnth aTajon. 

Titus. Come, come, Lauinia, looke thy foes are bound, 
Sirs (lop theyr mouthes, let them net fpeake to me, 

But let them heare what fearefull words I vtter. 

Oh villaines, Chiron and ‘Demetrius , 

Here (lands the fpring whom you haue dain’d with mud. 
This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt. 

You kild her husband, and for that vild fault. 

Two of her brothers were condemnd to death, 

My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweet hands, her tongue, and that more deere 
Than hands or tongue, her fpotlcfle chaftitie, 

Inhumaine traytors you condraind and ford. 

What would you fay if I (liould let you fpeake i 
Villaines for (hame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches how I meane to marter you, 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilft that Lauinia tweene her dumps doth hold. 

The Bafon that receaues your guiltie blood. 

You know your Mother meanes to fead with me, 

And calls herfelfe Rehenge, and thinks me mad. 

Harke villaines, I will grinde your bones to dud, 

And with your blood and it, I'le make a pade, 

And of the pade a coffen I will reare, 

And make two padies of your (hamefull heads, 

And bid that drumpet your vnhallowed Dam, 

Like to the earth fwallow Ifor owne increafe. 

This is the fead that I haue bid her too, 

And this the banquet fhe (hall forfet on, 

For worfe than Philomel you vfde my daughter, 

And worfe than Progne I will be reueng’d. 

K. And 
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The mojl lamentable TrageJie 

And now prepare your throafes, Lauinia come, ^ 

Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead. 

Let me goc grindc theyr bones to powder (mall. 

And with this hatefull liquour temper it, 

And in that palle let theyr vile heads be bakt. 

Come, come, be euery one officius. 

To make this banket, which I wifh may proite 
More derne and bloody than the Centaurs feaft. 

He cuts t heir thr oates. 

So now bring them in, for He play the Cooke, 

And fee them rcadie againd theyr Mother comes. 

Exeunt. 

Enter L ucius, tjfyfarcus, and the Gothes. 

Lucius. V nckle Marcus , fince tis my Fathers minde 
That I repaire to Rome, I am content. 

Qoth. And ours with thine, befall what Fortune will. 
Lucius. Good Vnckle take you in this barbarous LMoort, 
T his rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 

Let him receaue no fuftnance, fetter him. 

Tell he be brought vnto the EmprefTe face, 

For f edemonie of her foule proceedings, 

And fee the Ambufh of our friendes be drong, 

/fe are the Emperour meanes no good to vs. 

cMoore. Some deuill w'hifper curfes in mine eare. 

And prompt me, that my tongue may vttcr forth, 
Thevcnemous mallice of my fwelling hart. 

Lucius. Away inhumane dogge,vnhallowed flauc, 

Sirs, helpe our vnckle to conuay him in. 

The trumpets fhewe the Emperour is at hand. 

S sund trumpets. Enter £ mperour and Smprejfejwith 
T rhhunes and ethers. 

King. What hath the firmament moe funnes than one i 
* Lucius, 



^ — s c i.- xse. s*&Si 

of Titus Andronicus, 

Lucius. What bootes it thee to call thy felfc a funne i 

Marcus. Romes Emperour and Nephew break the parle, 
Thefe quarrels mull be quietly debated. 

The feaft is ready which the carefull T itus, 

Hath ordainde to an honourable end, 

For peace, for loue, for league and good to Rome, 
pleafe you therefore draw nie and take your places. 

Empe. CMarcus we will. 

Sound trumpets, euter Titus like a Cooke, placing the meate on 
the table , and Lauinia roith a vaile ouer her face. 

Titus. Welcom my gracious Lord, welcom dread Queene, 
Welcome yee warlike Gothes, welcome Lucius, 

And welcome all although the cheerebee poore. 

Twill fill your domacks, pleafe you eate ofit. 

King. Why art thou thus attired Andronicus ? 

Titus. Becaufe I would be fin e to haue all well. 

To entertaine your highnesand your EmprefTe, 

Tam. We are beholding.to you good cAndronicus . 

Titus. And if your highnes knew my hart you were. 

My Lord the Emperour refolue me this. 

Was it well doone of rafh Vi rginius 

To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Becaufe fhec was enford, dainde, and defiowrde ? 

King. It was Andronicus. 

Titus. Y our reafon migh tie Lord. 

King. Becaufe the girle fhould not furuiue her fhamC| 
And by her prcfencc dill renue his forrowes. 

T itus. A reafon mighty, drong, and effe&uall, 

A patteme, prefident, and liuely warrant. 

For me mod wretched to perfbrme the like. 

Die, die, Lauinia , and thy fhame with thee, 

And with thy fhame thy Fathers fbrrow die. 

King. What had thou done,vnnaturall and vnkfode, 

K 2. ' Thus 
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The mofl lamentable T ragedie 

Tit. Kild her for whom my teares haue made me blind. 

I am as wofull as Virginias was. 

And haue a thoufand times more caufe then he, 

- T o doe this outrage, and it now is done. 

King. What was (he rauifht, tell who did the deede. 
Titus. Wilt pleafe you eate, wilt pleafe your highnes feed, 
Tam. Why haft thou flaine thine onely daughter thus i 
Titus. Not I, twas Chiron and ‘Demetrius. 

They rauifht her, and cut away her tongue. 

And they, twas they, that did her all this wrong. 

King. Goe fetch them hether to vs prefcntly, 

T ims. W hy there they arc both, baked in that pie. 
Whereof theyr mother daintilie hath fed 
Eating the flefo that foe herfelfe hath bred. 

Tis true, tis true, witnes my kniues fharpe point. 

He Slabs the Smpreffe. 

Tmpe. Die frantickc wretch for this accurfed deede. 
Lucius. Can the fonnes eye behold his father bleede t 
There’s meedc for meedc, death for a deadly deede. 

SMarcns. Y ou fad faede men, people and fons of Rome. 
By vprores feuerd as a flight of fowle, 

Scatterd by windcs and high tempeftious o-ufts. 

Oh let me teach you how to knitagaine ° 

This fcattred corne into one mutuall foeaffo, 

Thefe broken limbs againe into one body. 

L°rL Let Rome herfelfe be bane vnto herfelfe-, 
And fliee whom mightie kingdoms curfie too. 

Like a forlorne and defperate caft away. 

Doe ihamefull execution on herfelfe. 

But if my froftiefignes and chaps ofage, n’ 

Graue witnefles of true experience, 

Cannotinduceyou to attend my words, 

Speake Romes deere friend, as erft our Anceftor, 

When 






of Titus Andro mens. 

when with hisfolemnc tongue he did difeourfe 
To loue-ficke Didoes fid attending.earc. 

The flory of that balefull burning night, 

When fubtile Greekes furprizd King PriamsTroy. 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bewitcht our eares, 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 

That o-iues our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound. 

JVly hart is not compatt of flint nor fteele, 

Mor can I vtter all our bitter griefc, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 

And breake my vttrance euen in the time. 

When it foould moue you to attend me moft, 
Lendin°- your kind commiferation, 

Hcereifa Captaine, let him tell the tale, 

Your harts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake. 

Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you, 
That curfcd Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperours brother. 

And they it were that rauifoed our After, 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded. 

Our Fathers teares defpifd, and bafely coufend, 

Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrell out, 
And fent her enemies vnto the graue. 

Laftly my felfc vnkindly banifoed. 

The gates fhut on me and turnd weeping out, 

To begreliefe among Hornes enemies. 

Who drownd their enmity in my true teares. 

And opt their armes to imbrace me as a friend, 
l am the turned forth be it knowne to you, 

That haue preferud her welfare in my blood. 

And from her bofome tooke the enemies point, 
Sheathing the fteele in my aduentrous body. 

Alas you know I am no vaunter I, 

Myfcars can witnes dumb although they are, 
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The moft lamentable T ragedte 

That my report is iufh and full of truth. 

But foft,me thinks I doe digrefle too much, 

Cyting my worthlefle praife, Oh pardon roe. 

For when no friends are by, men praife themfelues. 

Marcus. Now is my turnc to fpeake, behold the child, 
Of this was T amora deliuered, 

The illue of an irreligious CMocre, 

C hiefe architect and plotter of thefe woes. 

The villaine is aliue in T itus houfc. 

And as he is to witnes this is true. 

Now iudge what courfe had T itus to reuenge. 

Thefe wrongs vnfpeakeable part patience. 

Or more than any liuing man could beare. 

Now you haue heard the truth , what fay you Romaines ? 
Haue we done ought amifTe, fhew vs wherein. 

And from the place where you behold vs now. 

The poore remainder of Audromcie 

Will hand in hand all headlong call vs downe. 

And on the ragged flones beate forth our braines. 

And make a mutuall clofure of our houfe : 

Speake Romaines fpeake, and if you fay we fhall, 

Loe hand in hand Lucius and I will fall. 

Emillius. Come come thou reuerent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our Emperour for well I know. 

The common voyce doc cry it fhall be fo. 

tJMarcus. Lucius , all haile Romes royall Emperour, 
Goe goe into old T itus forrowfull houfc. 

And hither hale that misbeleeuing C JMoore, 

To beadiudgefome direfullflaughtring death. 

As punifhment for his mod wicked life. 

Lucius all haile to Romes gracious Gouemour. 

Lucius. Thanks gentle Romaines may I gouerne fo, 

T o hcalc Romes harmes, and wipe away her woe, 
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cf Titus Andronicus . 

But trentle people giue me ayme a while, 

For nature puts me to a heauie taske. 

Stand all a loofe, but Vnklc draw youneere, 

To (hed obfequious teares vpon this trunkc, 

Oh take this warmc kifTe on thy pale cold lips, 

Thefe forrowfull drops vpon thy blood flaine face, 

Thelaft true duties of thy noble fonne. 

CMurctts. Teare for teare, and louing killetor kule. 

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips, 

Oh were thefutnme of thefe that I ihould pay, 

CountlefTe and infinite, yet would I pay them. 

Lucks. Come hither boy come, come and learne of VS 
To melt in fhovvers, thy Grandfire lou’d thee well, 

’Many a time he daunfl thee on his knee, 

^ Sung thee a fleepe, his louing breafl thy pillow. 

Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meete and agreeing with thine infancie, 

In that refpeft then, like a louing child. 

Shed yet fome finall drops from thy tender fpring, 

Becaufe kind nature doth require it fo. 

Friends fhould affociate friends in griefe and woe. 

Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue, 

Doe them that kindnes, and take leaue of them. 

Tm. Oh Grandfire, Grandfire, eu n with all my hart. 
Would I were dead fo you did liuc againe, 

0 Lord I cannot fpeake to him for weeping, 

My teares will choake me if I ope my mouth. 

%omaine. You fad Andronicie haue done with woes, 

Giue fentence on this execrable wretch. 

That hath becne breeder of thefe dire euents. 

Lucms. Set him breafl deepc in earth and famifh him. 
There let him Hand and raue and cry for foode, 

If any one releeues or pitties him, 

For the offence he dies, this is our doome. 

Some 
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The moft lament able Tragedie 

Some flay to fee him faffned in the earth. 

a Aron. Ah why fhould wrath be mute anH fury dumb, 

I am no baby I, that with bafe prayers 
I fhould repent the euils 1 haue done, 

Ten thoufand worfe than eueryet I did, 

Would I performc if I might haue my will. 

If one good deede inall my life 1 did 
I doe repent it from my very foule. 

Lucius. Some louing friends conuay the Emperour hence, 
And giue him buriall in his Fathers graue, 

My Father and Lauma fhall forthwith 
Be clofed in our houfholds monument ; 

As for that hainous Tiger T amor a. 

No funerall right, nor man in mourning weeds, 

No mournfulLbell fhall ring her buriall. 

But throw her forth to beafts and birds to pray. 

Her life wasbeaftly and deuoide ofpitty. 

And being fo, fhall haue like want of piety. 

See iuflice done on Aron that damn’d Moore, 

By whom our heauie haps had their beginning.* 

Than afterwards to order well theftate, 

That like euents may nere it ruinate. 
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